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JlNCE long Prefaces are lately 
much in Famion upon this and the 
.- like Occafions, why may not we 
£'.'! be allow'd fome tolerable Liberty in 
H this Kind, provided we keep clofe 
- to our Author \ and oar ozvri c lranfl4* 
tint of him : As for our Author, where-ever Learn* 
ing 9 Wtt and Judgment have flourlfh'd, this Poet 
has always had an extraordinary Reputation. To 
mention all his Excellencies and Perfections were a 
Task too diffieultfor us, and perhaps for the great eft 
Qriticks alive, fo very few there are that perfectly 
undcrftand all of 'em ; yet we (hall venture at fome 
of the moft remarkable* 

To begin with him in general: He was ceTt&vc&y 0&*. 

moft Exacl, the moil Elaborate, and witYiaXvYvtmofoL 

datura/ of all Drama tick Poets : His Style fo r\e:rt. axA 

fare, his Ctara&rsio true and pcrfe£t, tos Plots I 

A z **»^ 
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r-rifi.br and probable, and alraoft every Thing (o ab- 
solutely jufl and agreeable, that he may well feem to 
merit that Praife which fevcral have given h\xn,That 
be is the moft corrcit Author in the World, To com- 
pare him with Plautus, the other great Latin Come- 
dian, we mayobferve,that Plautus had more Wit and 
Spirit, but Terence more Senj'e and Judgment; the 
former s Stile was rich and glaring, the tatter's more 
clofe and even : P/autus had the moft dazzling Out- 
fide, and the moil lively Colours, but Terence drew 
the fineit Figures and Poftures, and had the beft Z)*- 
yz^fl ; the one pleased the Vulgar, but our Author the 
Better Sort of People : The former wou'd ufually put 
his Spectators into a loud Laughter, but the /*//ir 
Ileal 'em into a fweet Smile, that fhou'd continue 
from the Beginning to the End of the Reprefentation. 
Tn fliort, Plautus was more lively and vigorous, and 
fo fitter for AcTurn ; and Terence more £fvw* andyw- 
#/*j, and fo fitter for Reading: Tho' rlautus's Beau- 
ties were «wj extraordinary, yet he had his Faults I 
and Indecorums very frequent ; but Terence's Excel- ! 
lencies (tho* poflibly inferior to fome of the othersj : 
were more general, better difpers'd,and clofer conti- 
nued ; and his Faults fo inconiiderable and few, that 
Scaliger fo\d,There were net Three to be found thrsugb- 
cut the Six Plays. So that our Author feems to want 

' nothing to make him abfolutely compleat, but only 
that fame Pis Comica that Cafar wifhes he hacf, and 
which Plautus was Matter of in fuch a high Degree. 
"We mail determine nothing between 'em, but leave 
'cm good Friends as we found 'em. 

This may be fufficient for our Author' sExcelltncics 
in general; for his /*r//W*r ones, we fhall begin with 
his Stile, a thing he has been admir'd for in all Ages; 
and truly he deferves it,for certainly no one was ever 
more accurate, natural, and clear in his ExpreJJions 

than fo. But to be a little more particular in this 

Matter, we /hall give you fome few of our Author's 
r_*wZ^j»v/^i% ; M »u:« tt:«j .,_,)_• *i,~.* ^« f M i« A\<E*~ 
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And, ill, We mayobferve ofhi.^/VA \\\\\ tlvy 
be generally nice! J' chofen, extremely pre- per. 1 .!:] \ r- 
nificint, and nnny of em carry To much £;/«.* ai-d 
/■W* in 'em, that they can .hardly he e*preit in jty 
oibcr Language , without great Difadvantngc t:> pi* 
Original, To inftancc in t'ne tol! -j-ving ; Qj: cn.% 
ingenii's confliclatur ejufmodL Ut animu* hi ipe at vis 
in timore ufque ante bac attentus fuiU N'.ji ?ne lac* 
ttiffes amantem, & falj a jpe producer es. Pa m. Mi 
Pater. Si. ^fid mi Pater ? ^ja;l ft l'.y;:s inJi 
geas Patris. Tandem ego K'.n i/'a car turn. J: ' j:t opus, 
vel tiitum triduum. Par. Irti ? Univc.yrm '/,V,v,vr. 
Shtitn elcgans formarum Spttiutor ftc-n. lime a- 
me d end urn & deride ndu?n vMs pro pi a. 3. 

We /hall next take notice of one or two Inflances 
of the Shortnefs and Clearnefs of his Narrations ; 
as that which Tully mentions : Funus interim proce- 
dit, fequimur, ad Sepukbrum venimus, in ignem po- 
fita eft, Fletur. Another may be that in Pbormio : 
Perfua/um eft bomini, faflum eft, vtntum eft, vinci- 
mur, duxit. 

Another remarkable Beauty of his Stile appears in 
his Climaxes, where every fFordxs emphatical, heigh- 
tens the Senfe, and adds considerably to what went 
before; ts,H<ec verba mehercule unajalfa bacbrymu- 
la, qaam oculus terendo mi/ere vix vi exprejferit, re- 
ftinguet. Qjod ille unciatim vix de demenfo fuo, 
fuum defrdudans ginium, comparfit mifer* 

The laft thing we fhall give any Inltance of is, the 
Softnefs and Delicacy of his Turns, of which many 
might be produced, but we think ihefe few may 
be fufficient for our Purpofe : Ebeu me mijeram ! Cur 
non aut iftbac mibi <etas& forma eft, aut tibi b tec fen- 
tentla. Nam ft ego digna bac contumelia fum maxi- 
tse, at tu indignus qui faceres tamen. Nam dum abs 
teab/um, omni mibi labor es fu ere, quos cepi, /eves, 
p-csterquam tni carendum quod erat. Pa! am bea*;.'s t 
ni unnm defit, animus qui modefteftfth tec ftraU Al\\s % 
Quia defit^Mt a^aftt^ agre eft, tibi y quod fiqercft^ 
A3 " ■ «iolet 
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d&let. And as for the Purity of his Language in ge- 
neral, we-iind it very much commended, even by 
Ttttly himfelf. And one of the Moderns is not at all 
out of the Way, when he tells us, That the Latin 
Tongue vji/l never be lofi, as long as Terence may*be 
hoi. 

Our Author's excellent Latin is now the greateft 
Caufe of his Ejieem, and makes him fo much read in 
the World ; but 'lis certain, he that reads him, purely 
for his LatintAc* do's but half do T t ; for 'tis his Cha~ 
raJters Mid Plots have fo far rais'd him above the reit 
of the Poets, and have gaiuM himfo r much Honour a- 
jnong the Criticks in all Ages. His Stilc,t\io % fa very 
extraordinary, in a great meafure may be learnt by 
Induftry, long Cuitom, and continual Ufage, and has 
been imitated to a high Degree by federal; and in- 
deed this was but as rich Attire and outward Orna- 
ments to fet off a more beautiful Body- But in his 
Cbarafters and Manners it is, that he triumphs with- 
out a Rival ; and not only Dramatic^, but all other 
Poets, mult yield to him in that Point ; for thefe are 
drawn exa&ly to the L ife, ptrfetflyjuf, truly propor- 
tionable, and fully kept up to the laft: Aiid as to their 
being natural, Rnpin fays, That no Man living bad* 
greater Infight into Nature than he. The more a Man 
looks into -em, the more he mull admire 'em : He'll 
find there not only fuch Beauty in his Images, but 
alfo fuch excellent Precept^ of Morality, fuch /olid 
Senje in each Line, fuch Depth ofReafoning in each 
Period, and fuch clofe Arguing betwixt each Party, 
that he mull needs perceive him to be a Per/on of 
JlrongSenfe and Judgment. His Deliberations aremoft 
compleat, where all the feveral Accidents, Events, 
Dangers, Cafualties, good and bad Confequences, are 
fully fummld up and clearly urg'd : So are the An- 

f fivers of each Per/on as perfect, where every thing is 
\o well fitted, fo home and fo natural, that if one 
mou'd ftudy upon 'em never folong, hecou'd fcarce 

End zny thing mere to the Purfofe.- He had a pecu- 



The PREFACE. v 

liar Kapplnefs at pleafing and amufing an Audience % 
always keeping them in a moll even, pleafant, fmi- 
ling Temper ; and this is the moll diftinguifhingPart 
of his Cbaracler from the reft of the V/orld : His 
Pleafantries were fomewhat manly, and fuch as 
reached beyond the Fancy and Imagination, even to 
the Heart and Sou/of the Audience ; and what is more 
remarkable yet, one finglc Scene (hall pleafc a whole 
Day together ; a Secret which few or no other Poet 
ever found. 

And as we havefcarce found oneMan in theJVorld 
that equals him in his Characters, fa we find but ve- 
ry few that could come up to him in his Manage* 
ment of his Plots. We are fenfible that many have 
been fo foolish as to count his Plavs a bare Bundle of 
Dialogic esllrefs % d up in a neat Style, and that therein 
all his Excellency did confift, or (at leaft) that they 
are very ordinary and mean ; but fuch fcncelef3 Sup- 
pofitions will foon vanilh, upon giving an Account of 
the Nature and Perfection of 'em. He well under- 
Hood the Rules of the Stage, or rather thofe of Na- 
ture \ was perfectly . regular, wonderful exacl and 
careful in ordering each Pronafis of Entrance,Epitafis 
or Working-ftp, Cataftafis ©r Height* and Cataftropbe 
or unravelling the Plot ; which laft he was famous 
for, making it fpring necejfarily from the Incidents, 
and neatly and dexteroufly untying the Knot, whilifc 
others would either tear or cut it in pieces. In fhort 
ffetting afide fome thirfgs which we fhall mention 
by and by) 'Terence may ferve as the beft and moit 
perfeB Mvdel for our Dramatick Poets to imitate,pro- 
vided they exaclly obferve the different Cuftoms and 
Manners of the Romijh SLndEnglijb People; and upon 
the fame Account we beg Leave to be a little more 
particular in this Matter, which difpos'd us very 
much to this Tranjlation. 

The Nature of his Plots was for the moil part 
grave and folid, fometimesa little pajfunatt y xttem^ 
blingwr medtrx Trari-Comsdies, oata tta CvrmK* 

'Cans 
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Parts were feldom fo merry, the Thinnefs and Clear- 
nefs of 'era fomewhat refembling our modern Trage- 
dies, only more perfect in the latter, and not crowded 
with too many Incidents. They were all double, ex- 
cept the Hecyra or Mother- in- Law, yet fo contriv'd 
that one was always zvJJnder-plot to to f other; fo that 
he (till kept perfectly to the firft great Rule of the 
Stage, the Unity of A ft ion. As for the fecond great 
Rule, the Unity of Time (/. e. the whole A ft ion to be 
performed in one Day) he was as exa& in that as pof- 
fible ; for the longeftAclion of any of hisP/ays reaches 
not above eleven Hours. He was no lefs careful in 
the third Rule, the Unity of Place; f&t k's plain he 
never fhifts his Scene in any one of his Plays, but 
keeps constantly to the fame Place from the Begin- 
ning to the End. Then for the Continuance in the 
Aftion, he never fails in any one place, but every In- 
ftrnment\% perpetually at work in carrying their fe- 
ver al Defigns, and in them the Depgn of the While ; 
fo that the Stage never grows cold till all is finifrTd. 
And to do this the more handfomly and dextroufly, 
hefcarce ever brings an Aftor on the Stage, but you 
prefently know his Name and Quality, what Part of 
the Intrigue he is to promote, why he came there, 
from whence he came, why juft at that time, why 
he goes off, where he's going, alfo what he is or 
©nght to be doing or contriving all the time he isa- 
way. His Scenes are always unbroken : fo that the 
Stage is never per/ eft ly dear, only betwixt the Acts, 
but are continually join'd by one of the four Unions ; 
which, according to'Monf. Hedelin, are thefe, Pre- 
fence, Seeking, Noife, or lime ; and when the A&ion 
ceafes (/. e upon the Stage) and the Stage is clear'd, 
an Aft is ihen nVifli'd. Then for Incidents, and the 
due Preparation for 'em, Terence was admirable ; and 
the true and exaft"M<magement of thefe, is one of the 
moll difficult Parts of Dramatick Poetry. He con- 
jthtves svtry thing in fach manner as to fall out moft 
/raA?3/y andnaturally, and when they Y* o\«»Ce*m 
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almoft necejfary : Yet by his excellent Skill he io cun- 
ningly conceals the Events of Things from his Aw 
dience, that they can't forefee 'em ; by which Mean* 
they're fo amus'd with the Aelor's Defigns, that the 
Poefs unknown to 'em ; rill at laft, being all a-long in. 
the Dark, they're furpriz'd moft agreeably by fomc- 
thmg they ne'er look'd for. And this is the moft 
taking and delightful Part of a Play. We might infill: 
much more largely upon each of thefe Particulars, 
and on feveral others, but at prefent we fhaJl content 
ourfelves with faying, 'That thefe Plots arc Jo clear 
and natural, that they might very well go for a Re. 
firefentaJion of a Thing that had really huppciid, and 
not the. meer. Invention of the Poet. 

There are two or three remarkable Objections a* . 
gainff our, Author* which wc can't but take Notice 
of. Firft, it'* ikjd, That he has wt kept to the Unity cj 
Time in, his Heautontimoroumenos or Self- Tormen- 
tor, tvbich contains the Spdce of ttvo. Days. Then be- 
tzve:n the jecond And third A3s there's an abjolutt 
Failure of the Continuant* of the Art ion. .Thefc a r : 
generally belicv'd by feveral Men, and fuch as are fa- 
mous too ; and fome, to vindicate Terence the better, 
■have added anotherMiftakc, 'flpat the Play was akviyi 
afied at two f ever al Tunes; 4 he izv.o^firft Ads one^ and 
the three laft another. But 'tis plain from all dr- 
curnftances, that the A&ion began very late in the 
Evening* and ended bet imps in the Morning (of 
which we have laid fomething in our Remarks) (o 
that the Whole cou'd not contain above • eleven 
Hours : But as fc r that of the Qeffation of the AcitOK 9 
it's anfwer'd't^o Ways, .either by the Necefjhy t,f 
Sleep at that Interval, and confequentJy no Zejfatiot:, 
o (which is more probable), by the. Perfons being 
b ily at Chre'mes*i "t reat, it being- a necejfary Part of 
the main Atlioru The two 'following are Mr. D,y- 
deri sExeeptions ; where firit he lavs an Error to ovt: 
Author's Charge,rn Matters/ Time : In the EmtywcV, 
fys he, wMDachcs enters Hm^i Ihufe by mijlaU* 
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between bis Exit, and the Entrance of Pythiz, who 
tomes to give ample Relation oftbe Dif order bebas 
raised within, Parmeno, wbo is left on tbe Stage, bas 
pot above five Lines to f peak. In anfwer to this, Py- 
$bid makes no fuch ample Relation, but rather tells 
him what Dif orders fuch a foolifh Act of his was 
like to raife. And in truth 'tis not probable (he fliou'd 
ftay above 5 or 6 Lines fpcaking, fince after fhe faw 
her Cheat had taken, fhecou'd not keep her Counte- 
nance within Doors, and was fo eager to revenge berr 
fe/f by laughing at the Fool without. Befidcs, here's 
an excellent Artifice of the Poet ; for had fhe tar- 
ried longer, Parmeno might have been gone, and ber 
merry Humour over, when fhe faw the good Fortune 
Cberea met with. His other Exception isv That 
our Authors Scenes are fever al times broken. He in- 
ftances in the fame Play, That Antipho enters fingly 
in tbe midft of tbe third Ail, after Chremes and 
Pythia were gone off. As for this, 'tis to be confi- 
der'd, that Scenes are united by Time as well as Pre.- 
fence \ and this is a perfeel Union of Time, apparent 
to all who underftand the Art oftbe Stage. A little 
further he fays, That Doria begins tbe Fourth Acl a~ 

lori 9 • She quits tbe Stage, and Phedrie enters 

next* Now Doria does not quit the Stage till three 
Seems after i as appears by Pytbia's bidding her carry 
infucb things as foe bad brought with her from tht 
Captain's Entertainment : But if fhe did, there wou'd 
be a Union of Time for all that ; as in all other Places 
where the Scenes feem broken. Some make this 
Objection, That in tbe beginning of many Scenes, two- 
Afiors enter the Stage, and talk to tbemf elves a confi- 
Jiderable Time before they fee or know one another v 
which (they lay) is neither prpbable nor natural. 
They that "objeel this don't confider the Difference 
betwixt our &nall fcanty Stage and the large magni- 
ficent Roman Theatres : Their Stage was 6© Yaidfc 
wide in Front ; their Scenes fo many Streets meeting 
together with all ByLanth Rw* wA iUleji, fo 
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two Actors coming down two diftindt Streets of 
Lanes, cou'dn't be feen by each other, tho* the Spe- 
ctators might fee both ; and fometimes if they did 
fee each other, they cou'dn't well diftineuifh Faces at 
60 Yards Diftance. Befides,- onfeverafAccounts, it 
might well be fuppos*d, when an After enters up- 
on the Stage, out of fome Hovfe, he might tale a 
Turn or two under the Portico's, Cloyfiers, or the 
like (ufual at that time) about his Door, and take no 
Notice of an Aftor\ being on the other fide of the 
Stage. 

JBut fince we propofeour Maflcr as the beft Model 
for Dramatick Poets to follow, we ought in Juiticc to 
mention fuch things wherein be was any way de- 
fective, or at leaft where he ought not to be imitated. 
The firfl is, He makes his After s in fomc places 
fpeak dire&ly and immediately to the Audience (of 
which that Monologue of Myjts m the firfl Acl of the 
firit Play is an Inftance) v\h:ch is contrary to the 
Rules of FXramatick Poetry., or rather indeed of Na~ 
ture ; and thii is the only real Fault that ierence was 
guilty of; as his Want of his Vu ConAca was the o*.;- 
\y real Defeft. His Plots were not always the b>j} 
for Story, tho* for Contrivance, and wanted fome whit 
of Length and Variety fully and comple.it !y to. fatisfy 
an Audience. Take them altogether*, they were u$ 
much alike to have always their defervd Effect of 
fur prizing ; which alfo gave a mighty Limitation to* 
the Variety of hisCbaraJlcrs ; a great pity, for a Man 
who had iuch an admirable Faculty of drawing t,lv.'n 
to the Life. It were alfo to be wifh'd that his Me- 
tulogues or Difcourfes by fmgle Perfons, were lefs fre- 
quent, and fometimes Jborter too ; for tho* they are 
all of 'em full of excellent Senfe, found Reafoning, in- 
genious Deliberation, and ferv'd truly to carry on the 
main Dejign, y et fever al Parts of *em, efpecially all 
Narrations, wou'd ha' been more natural, as we'll as, 
artificial, if told by Perfons of the Dmmma Xo owe 
jf&ther. Then his Afarts or Afides, {\, $• \vW& ont 

Attxr 
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Aftor fpeaks fomething, which another that is prefent 
is fuppofed not to hear, tho' the Audience do) are 
fometimes too long to be perfeStly natural. Whe- 
ther he has not fometimes too much Elevation ofPaf 
fion, or whether he does not caufe his inferior Per- 
fons to acT: more like Tragediaus than Comedians, we 
mull let others judge. Thefe are the main Things to 
be taken notice of by all who make ufe of him for a 
Model, befides all fuch as belong purely to the various 
Cufioms of Countries, and the Difference of Theatres ; 
but thofe are obvious to all. 

There's (till One Great Objection againft thefe Plays 
' in general ; that is, TfTerenceV Plays are fo good as 
is pretended, why doesn't fome Poet or other tranflate 
»ne or more of 'em for the Stage, tofave himfelfthe 
Trouble of racking his Brain for newMatter ? We own 
they wou'dn't take upon our Stage as at prefant ; and 
to clear all, we fhall give two Reafons ; Firft thcDif- 
ference betwixt the Remans and ourfehes in Cuftoms, 
Humours, Manners, and Theatres is fuch, that 'tis im- 
poflible to adapt their Plays to our Stages. The Roman 
Plots were often founded on the expofing of Children^ 
and their unexpected Delivery, of buying of M'ffes 
and Mujick Girls ; they where chiefly pleas* d to fee a 
covetous old Father neatly bubbl'd by his Slave of a 
round Sum of Money; to find the young Spark his Son 
(miferable in want of Cafh) join with the Slave in 
the Intrigue, that he might get fumewhat to flop his 
Mtftrefs's Mouth, whom he keeps unknown to his 
Fathers to find a bragging Coxcomb whecdl'd and a- 
bus'd by foroe cunning Parajite ; to hear a Glutton 
talk of nothing but his Belly, and the like. Our Plots 
go chiefly upon Variety of Love- Intrigues, Ladies 
cuckolding their Husbands verydtxteroxjly, Gallants 
in dangerupon the fame Account, with their Efcape 
either by witty Fetches, or hiding themfelves in dark 
Holes, Clofets, Beds, &c. We are all for Humour 9 
GaZ/ax/ry, Converfation, and Court/hip, and fhou'dn't 
endure t£e chief Lady in the Phy a Mutt> or to fay 
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very littfe, as 'twas agreeable to 'cm : Our amorous 
Sparkslovc to hear the pre ity Rogues pr.rtc, {nap up their 
Gallant3,and/Y/>*r/** upon em on all fides. We fhou'd 
n't like to have aLady married, with out knowing whe- 
ther fhe gives berConfent or no, aCuftom among the 
Romans)bxxt wou'd be for bearing all theCourtfhip, all 
the rare and /^Things that Lovers can fay to each o- 
ther. The fecond reafon of their not takingon our Stage 
13 this ; tho' Terence's Plays art far more exatf, natural, 
regular, and clear than ours and hisPerfons fpeaks more 
like thcmfelvesthan generally ours do, yet (to deal im- 
partially)*?^ P/tfyj plainly exeel\i\%m Come Particulars? 
Firftjn the greatVariety of the Matter and Incidents of 
our Plots \ thelntrigues thicker and finer ; the Stories 

Stter, longer, and more curious for the moft part than 
%. And tho* there's mvchConfufion, Huddle, and Pre- 
cipitation'm the generality of 'em, yet the greatVarie- 
ty audNumfierof Incidents, tho' ill manag'd, will have 
feveral Charms, and be mighty diverting, especially to. 
a vulgar Audience ; like the Sight of a large City at a 
diitance,where there's little of Regularity orUnifbrmi- 
./ytobedifcern'd juftby. Next, we much excel Terence 
in that which we call Humour, that it is in ourComical 
Characters, in which we have fliewn and expos'd the 
{cvcra\Humours,Difpo/itions, Naturesjnclinations, Fan- 
cies, Irregularities, Maggots, Pajftons, Wbims, Follies, 
Extravagancies, &c. of Men under all (ortsofCircum- 
fiances, of all forts of Ranks and Qualities, of all Fro- 
fejftons and Trades, and of all Nations and Countries, fo 
admirably and fo lively, that in this no Nation among 
\\\cAntients and Moderns were ever comparable to us. 
Ljitly, our Comedies excel bis in fome Delicacies of 
Cwverfation ; particularly in the Rcfinednefs of our 
Raillery and Satyr, and above all, inRepartee.Some of 
thefe things (efpecially when mix'd with Humour) 
have made many an ordinary Plot take and come off 
well ; and without a pretty quantity of fome of 'eiw, 
our Plays wou'd go down very heavily. 
Since wcarcKcidcnta}lyfalVnintQ\YKEx<tllencies ofc 
B tur 
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our Comedies, we hope it may be pardonable if we 
mention alfo fome principal Faults in 'em, which fecm 
to need a Regulation. And firft, our Poets feldom or 
never obferve any of the three great Unities, oS Aft ion, 
Time, and Place, where are great Errors ; For what 
breeds more Confufion, than to have five or fix main 
Plots in a Play, when the Audience can never attend to 
'em ? what more extravagant than to fancy the Actions 
oiWeeks, Months, and^r/reprefented in the fpace of 
three or four hours t Or what more unnatural than for 
the Spectators to fuppofe themfelves now in a Street, 
then in iG<tr den, by and by in a Chamber, immediate- 
ly in the Fields : then in the Streets again, and never 
move out of their Place ? Wou'dn*t one fwear there 
rrzsConjuration in the Cafe ? That the Theatres were 
a fort of Fairy- Land, where all is Enchantment, Jq~ 
gle, and Dclufion ? Next, our Plays are too often over- 
power^ with Incidents and Under-plots, and our Stage- 
as much crowded with fuch Aclors as there's little or 
no Occafior* for, efpccially at one time. Then the 
Matter indDi/cour/e tf our Plays is very often incohe- 
rent and impertinent, as to the main Defign, nothing 
being more common than to meet with two or three 
.whole Scenes in a Play, which wauM have fitted any 
. other part of thePlay eveaas well as that, and perh ips. 
any Play elfe. Thus fome appear to fwear out a Scene 
or two, others to talkBawdy a little, without any man- 
ner of Dependance on the reft of the Action. Bat be- 
fides this, (which is another great Error) when the 

• Matter indDifiourje do ferve to carry on the raainDe- 
fign, commonly Perfons are brought on the Stage 
without any fort of Art, Probability, Reafan, or AV- 
ctjfity for their coming here ; and when they have no* 
fuchBufinefs,as one that comes to give you aSong ot 
a Jigg. They come to ferve the Poefs Defign a little,, 
ihenoffthey go with aslittleite*/0.*as they came on -, 
and that only to make way for other Aclors, who (as 
/2vj did) come only tottll the Audience Something the 

far/Jus* mind to have 'cmkuQW \ aud that's all their 
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Bnfinefs : And truly that's little enough. This we fee 
frequently in the chief Ador of the Play, who comes on 
and goes off; and the Spectators all theTime Hand fla- 
ring and wondring at they know not what. Another 
great Fault, common to many of our Plays is, That an* 
Actor's Name, Quality, oxBufinefs is fcarce known till a 
good while aft erhis Appear once ^\i\oi\ mufi needs make 
the Audience at a great lofs, and the PLiy hard to be un- 
derftood, forcing *em to carry Books with 'era to the 
Play boufe, to know whocomes in, and who goes out. 
The Ancients were guilty of none of thefe A&furm 
dities* and more efpecially our Author ; and indeed 
the Non-ohfervance of Rules has occafionM the great . 
Mif carriage of fo many excellent Geniuses of ours y 
pirticularly that of the immortal Sbakefpear. Since 
■ thefe are fuch apparent Faults and Abfurdities, and 
Hill our Beauties are fo admirable as to coyer, and 
almoft out- weigh our Errors (elfe our Plays were not 
to be endur'd; undoubtedly our Dramatick Poets* 
by the Obfervance of this Author's Ways and Rules, 
might out do all the Ancients and Moderns too, both 
at Tragedy and Comedy ; for no Nation ever had 
greater Genius's than ours for Dramatick Poetry.Thek 
ha* been but little obferv'd as yet i fo that all our fine 
Imitations of Nature may often be call*d Lucky Hits*. 
and more by Accident than by Art. We very muck 
need a Reformation in this Cafe, and our Plays can ne-> 
ver arrive to any great Perfection without it ; there- 
fore the nigher they come up to this Standard, the 
more they will be admird and lov*d by all judicious 
Pcrfons, provided they ftill keep to thofe Excellencies 
before-mention'd.Befides, thefeare as eafily praclica- 
r. 1c uj>on ours^s upon theGreefondRomanTbeatres;for 
by zjlricl Obfervance of the Unity of Place, the Stage 
nuy be made/rfr/ff*r*haiidfomeandmagnificent,with 
lefs Charge ; and by that of the Unity of Ac! ion (especi- 
ally by the help of an Underplot, or fo) theStory mv| 
be made far more fine and clear ', with lefeTiovxVta. 
Bat our Nation, by long Cufiom, and the Succrf* oi 
R z irregular 
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irregular Pieces feems naturally. averfeto all Rules; and 
take it very ill to have their Thoughts conhVd and 
ihackled, and ty'd to the Obfervance of fuch Niceties : 
Therefore in the firftPhce they tell us,7fttf I'oetsofall 
Men in theWorldareperfecllyfree,andby no means ought 
to cm fine their noble Fancies to dull pedantickRulrs; for 
this ( they fay) is like taking of Bees, cutting off their 
Wings, and laying fuch Flowers before" em to make Honey 
of as they pleafe. A Poet indeed fhcu*d be free andun- 
confined as Air, as to his Thought* Fancy , and Contri- 
vance; but then hisPoeticaLicentia mou'aVt tranfport 
him to MadnefsandExtravaga nee ,making him phren- 
fically tranfgrefs the Rules ofReafon and Nature,** well 
as Poetry Thefe tlut we mention are not any Marias 
arbitrary Rules, ,but pure Nature only methcdiz'dtThey 
never hamper a Poefs Fancy, or clip hiaWings Jaut a- 
dorn hisThoughtf, and regulate his Flights, i"o as to 
give them a clearer Iwfight into Nature, Probability, 
and Decency , without fomething of which it is im- 
poflible to pleafe. And thefcarc no more ^Confinement 
to aPw/*sFancy ,than the trueProportUns of rillar j,the 
Regularity zndUuiformity oj Window 'J, a re to an Archi- 
tect > or the exact Imitation o\ 'Nature to a Painter: As 
if there could he half ib niuchBeavty in Gntrfque and 
irregular Whims, as in the due Obfervation of the 
R: /fj of Prcfpesl, Shadows, and Proportion-. 

Another Objection is, That our Nation zv ill never 
bear Rules, but are much better pleased with the Ways 
now in praelice. *Tis true, feveral of our moil irre- 
gularPlayshnvc come off with a great de.il ofApplaufe, 
but certainly never the more for their Irregularities; 
but becaufe molt of the Audience knew no better ^ ,being 
often dazzl'd by theGreatnefsofthe^/^rVG*//////, 
and the Aftofs Performances, and thofc that did were 
willing to pardon thcFauits for the fake of the choice 
Mafier-firokes they had ; and upon the fameAccount a 
couple of good Scenes have many times carrfd off a 
wry Mfffere/itPldy : -Til plain, that want ot'Ufe and 
Jfoaw/eJgi hath been the ouly Caufe of l\vtfe Wrji 
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ceming Co impracticable, and if the middle fort of 
Perfons were once truly brought to a Sight of the 
Excellencies of this, and the Deformities of the other 
Way, (as the well-reading of thefe Plays wou'd in a 
great meafure do. being chiefly defign'd for themjthey 
wou'd eft e em of ity^r more tha* now : and certainly 
they could never pardon thofe many Indecencies, Im- 
probabilities, Abfurdities, that are (o common in our 
Plays. 'Tis true, there has been a confiderable Regu- 
lation among many of 'em fmcc the Days of Shake* 
[pear; but not to bring things half to Perfection. 
Aud this Regulation has made Hope for a further, as 
the Age will be brought to bear it. 

Thelaft Objection is more particular : They hy, 
That the Unities of Atlion, Time, and Place mujl needs 
take off from the great Variety of the Plot, and a fins 
Story by this means will be quite murdered. 'Tis true all 
Stories wbatfoever are not fit for a Dramatick Poem ? 
yet there may be an excellent Plot without crowding 
to£ether/tf/r/£//«(little depending upon one-another) 
of half a dozen couple in one Play ; without hurrying 
over the Bufinefs of three Months in three Hours time, 
or perhaps withoat skipping from Garden to Moun- 
tains, from thence toGroves, and then to Town in an 
Action or two: But our prying curious parks can't reft 
here, but mufl be for peeping into chambers, Clofets % 
Withdrawing Rooms, ay, and into Beds too, ;fome- 
times with the Ladies in 'emj and have all things 
brought openly upon the Stage, tho' never fo improper 
and indecent. But this Objection may yet better be 
anfwer'd by Inflances ; and firft for the Unity of Time, 
we may mention the Play call'd, The Adventures of 
Five Hours ; the whohAflion ] .tiling no longerjmuch 
lefs a Day, the extent allow'd for a Dramatick Porm} 
yet this is one of the pieafanteft Stories that ever ap- 
peared upon our Stage,md has as muchFariety of Plots 
and Intrigues, without any thing be i n gprecjpitated, im- 
proper or unnatural, as to the main^flJIfo^N t\us 
it appears, that this Rule is no Spoiler ox Murderer <>£ 
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a fine Story Then for the Unity of Time and Adieu 
too, Ben. Jobnfon's Silent Woman is a remarkable In- 
ftance : An excellent Comedy indeed, where the Acti- 
on is perfectly fingle, and the utmoft Extent of the 
Time exceeds not three Hours and a half, (the Jborteft 
we ever find) yet ftill the Pktjntrigues, and above all 
the Incidents are very fine, and no Ways unnatural. 
Lailly, For all three Unities, Mr. Dry dens All for Love 
(tho* a Tr^^and fomew hat foreign to our Bufinefs) 
is worthy to be taken notice of, that being perfectly 
regular according to the Rule of the Stage, the Scenes 
unbroken, the Incident stxzfWy and duly prepar'd, and 
all Things mble, beattiful, juft, and proportionable. 
This we reckon one of the belt. Tragedies of ourNation. 
Now can any Man juftly think that tbefe Plays we 
now mentioned were ever the worfe for that Regu- 
larity they had ; or indeed have we many better m 
the Nation for Plot, or many that have better pleas'd 
the generality of Per f on s thanthefe* If fo. this fufli : 
ciently (hews the Truth of what we offer'd ; and 
withal commends our Majler's great Judgment in 
this Point, who in our Opinion (befides the Excel- 
lency of his Characters) plainly deferves a greater 
Name for his Plots than for his Language. 

Come we next then to our own Vindication, in 
Which we /hall briefly (hew the Reafons why we did it, 
and what our Performances have been in this Verlion. 

The main Reafons why we undertook it were thefe, 
Firft, For theExcellency and Ufefulnefs of thisAuthor 
in general : And confequently for the Benefit (as we 
(hall (hew by and by) o\ moft forts of People, but Spe- 
cially for the Service it may do our Dramatic k Poets. 
Next, for the Honour of our Language, into which all 
good Books ought to be tranflated, fince 'tis now be- 
come fo elegant y fweet and copious : And indeed no- 
thing refines, or gives Foreigners a greater Opinion oi 
^njLufpuauih^n its Number of good Tranflations ; 
or whirfr^Jfrencb is a great Inftancc. Thirdly, Be* 
CMufc mafr&f our Neighbour* hm ^ot it into theii 

Lati£tta£ 
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Language, particularly the French, who have done it 
with good Succefs ; and we have no Reafon for being 
outdone by any of our Neighbours, fince we have a 
Language we dare fet againit any in the World. Laftly, 
Since the Author is fo excellent, we undertook it be- 
cauie no other Peribns wou'd. 'Tis ftrange that none 
of our great Wits would undertake it, but let us Per- 
fons ofObfcurity take theirWorks out of their Hands ; 
when we can perceive by our little Performance! 
that our Language will do it to a very high Degree, 
undoubtedly better than the French, 

The rnoit coniiderabJeOuje&ions that have been 

made againft ourTranflation are theie. Firft, ' What 

4 real Ufe or Advantage can thisTranflation be to the 

' Publick? AsforSchool-boysandLearners,2?<Tff*r«i , li 

* and //<w/ , sTranllations,the great number of Notes,* 

1 Schoolmafter or their ownInduflry,will wellenough 

' teach em toconftrue it Men of Senfe and Learnings 

' they read it wholly for the Latin fake ; therefore a 

; ' Translation is of no ufe to them. Lafily,Thcy wont 

' fit our Stage, and confequently they are impertinent 

i * at beft.' To thefe we anfwer : Firft, as to School-boy t 

, and Learners, Bernard's and HooPs Tanflations, arc 

I very often falfe, moft fo obfolete, fiat and unpleafant % 

i that a Man can fcarce read half a Page without fleep- 

! ing; the latter is full of Latinifms, and both are oft 

more obfeure than the Original. The Notes fometime* 

don't exprefs the Author's Senfe, and often very ob- 

fcurely ; In fome things they are too long and tedious r 

I And moft of them have the Slight of running very 

■ nimbJv over thofe Places which they are afraid they 

i fhou 'a flick in. Scboolrnafters often want77W,and now 

\ and then Judgment and Learning, to explain things 

i as they ought ; then to leave Boys to themfelves to> 

pick out the Senfe of fuch a difficult Author as this, is 

very inconvenient ; which, befides the Difcouragement 

! fometimes of not being able to do it, will often lead 

, 'em into fuch Errors and Miftakes, as perVups tYv^W 

! never get cl&r of. So that thia will be of great Ufe 

/ CNCOL 
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tven to School fays and Learners * beilde the great 
vantage of teaching \im perhaps not the warii I 
itjh^ and fomcthin^ of the ZvW/? of ouir T&Vg&t* 

As for the fecottd Part of the QbjecYxm, .j'^/r . 
sfSefffeatiJ Itftirniffg read itttihfir the Latin fi 
This is or ought to be lookM upon as a great Mijh 
fince Terence has other and greater Excellencies I 
his Stile, as we have before 5iewn> But however 
gesiwi Perfo/u mull needs receive jhne Pleafm 
feeing fuch excellent fineLatlnxiow fpeak/oArji/tf 
Engfijh: And Ukcwiicin feeing fomcwh.it ot the 
i'£rj#tfon t tluiR'sXTi and Caftans of the old Checks 
Rimam put into a msdtry Drefi ; and perlup 
ouite out of the Fajbi&a. B ei i ties, fi nee m my olr t 
oo fo me times upon occafion make ufeof Netes 9 *j 
be of^W^(in thst refpeel) to them as to all Z 
wen* And that ihey have often need of fuch^wil 
pear from the feveral difficult Plates (efpecially % 
the Plot) and fome obfeurt dubhusPajjagez in thi; 
fW, which, the utmoft Skill in the ^tf//# Tongue 
not teach us to explain, Gnce there is as great a n 
fit y for the under ibtnding of the Roman Cuft$m* 
Theatres in this Cafe* and of the Art of the Stag 
of the Vat fM Tongue* How extraordinary ufe 
Translation can be in perfectly learning an A:t 
Rofctmmon* T ran flat ion oFHoraee*s Art of Pset 
a.n apparent Jnftance ; which (hews the $ejjfe,A 
i/tgt Btfigitt &c> of Horace better and c after 
all the Pacaphrafes and Notes in the World. 

Thirdly,ThoW -franjlat hn wil] never fit our S 
yet it may be ofe&nJtder^leUj'evo fome of the Dr 
tiek Pom ; which weh id fome reff tcJ to when w 
it : They will ferve >m 'as we faid before) for M 
and tho manyofcur/Wjdovery weHunderltan 
Or tgiual t y et r i\$ plain that fome of em do not m 
ftand it overm jch»But however^it may not be w 
ttfelcfs to t h o fe t h a t d o, a n d war* proner for t he i r 
nefs ? it being ready exphin'dtotheirHands.and 
i&//ie *j ceo outs to be read mthlefs trwbkthm the 
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gtnal, for that's in many Places veryobfeure, by reafon 
o f cor r up ted Copies, wrong Points \falJct>ivifion of whole 
dels, as well as Scenes, and the like. Further ; if theft 
Plays come to be frequently read by the ordinary Sort 
of People,they will by little and little grow more in lore 
with,and more clearly fee the trueExcellencies of theft 
Rules,znd the lively Imitations ofNatur e,wh\chw]\\ be 
the gt eatcftEncouragements our Poets can have" to fol- 
low 'em. And befides, the common* eople, bythrfePlays, 
may plainly perceive that Ohfcenities and Debaucheries 
are no ways neceffary to make a good Comedy, and the 
Poets themfelves will be the more ready to blufh when 
they find Heathens fo plainly outdo us Chriftians in 
Morals 1 for their principal Vices in their Plays were 
chiefly from the Ignorance of the Times, but we have 
no fuch Pretence. This alone might have been a fuffi- 
cient Reafon for our undertaking this Defign. But 
to come now to what we have done ; 'tis not to be ex- 
petted w$ fhou'd wholly reach the Air of the Origi- 
nal, that being {a peculiar, and the Language fo dif- 
ferent ;W e have imitated our Author as nigh as well the 
Englifb Tongue and our fmall Abilities wou'd permit; 
each of us joining and confulting about every Line, not 
only for the doing it better, but alfo for the making 
it all of a Piece. We follow'd no One Latin Copy by it 
felf, becaufe of the great Difagreemeuts among 'em, 
but have taken any xhzxfeenfd trueft. We look 1 d over 
all the Notes ; fometimes they'd help us a little, often 
not : Some Hints we had from the French, but not 
very many : Befides, we had confiderable Helps from 
other Perfons far above ourfelves, for whofe Care and 
Pains we fhall ever acknowledge our Gratitude. 
A meer verbal Tranflation is not to be expected; that 
wou'd found horribly, and be more obfeure than the 
Original ; but we have been faithful Obfervers of his 
Senfe, and even of his Words too, not flipping any of 
Confequence without fomething to anfwer\\\ nxy ,fcx\- 
ther, where two fTorJs fecm to be much the (me, *tv& 
perhaps not Intended to be very different^ xYvfcNvx- 

too* 
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thor, we were commonly fo nice as to do them too ; 
fuch as Segnitia and Sccordia, Scire and No/cere, and 
the like, which is moreexaft than mcji> if not "all 'our 
modern Verfions. We couldn't ha' kept cloferfefpe- 
cially in this Author, which feveral ingenious Per- 
sons told us, is the bar deft in the World to tranjlate) 
without too much treading upon the Author's Heels, 
tad destroying our Defigns of giving it an eafy Co- 
rnel Style, moil agreeable to our Times. If we're 
guilty of any Fault of this Nature, it feems to be 
that of keeping too clofe. 

But ftill, to be more particular; we did all wccouM 
to prevent any of the Meaning and Grace of thei#£ 
Words to be loft ; fo that we were often fore'd to fearch 
and ftudy fometime for thrfe moftproper,and often- 
times to exprefs 'cm by two, or fometimes by a Cir? 
tumloeution : Which MadzmDacicr herfelfas accurate 
as fhe is accounted, has often negle&ed ; and thereby 
has wholly loft the Force and Beauty of many emphai- 
ticalWords. Tererte had fome Words taken in a great 
many Senfes, fuch zsContumeliamd Injuria, Odiofus, 
71riftis,$cc. Thefe we have been very careful about ; 
but where he plays upon Words (tho* never fo pret- 
tily) he ought not in fome Places to be imitated at 
all? becaufe the Finenefs is more loft that Way than 
the other ; yet we try'd at feveral when they were na- 
tural and tolerable in Englijb. As for hisAIlufiens, and 
the like, many of them are perhaps quite loft to us* 
However they are commonly loft in our Language. 
On fuch Places (as well as fome others) we made Re- . 
marks or Notes at the latter- end ; fome of which we 
are oblig'd to thcFrencbLzdy for ; thefe ferving to (hew 
our Author's line Strokes, as well as to vindicate our 
Tranflation. For his Senfe and Meaning, we have ta- 
ken more than ordinary Care about, and weigh'd all 
Circumftances before wefix'd. Several of thePaflagea 
are done contrary to the general Opinion, and fome 
few differently from all, both as to the Per/on that 
//**&*& well *u the Meaning* but not vri&ovxx. %o<A 
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Grounds : And if any be fo nice in cenfuring we de- 
fire thatPerfon to fhow us three Terrences that exa&ljr 
agree one with another, either inPoints of Words, for 
two Acts together. Of thefe Paffages that were ab- 
folutely doubtful we always took the beft, and that 
which feem'd to us the moftprobable Way widMean- 
ing : And all fuch as were difficult, knotty, or obfcure 
in theOriginaI,we made as plain and clear as we cou'd: 
And we prefume to fancy there are very few Paflagea 
in ours unintelligible to the meaneft Capacity. Jn his 
Jefts and Repartees (except they were Allufions, or 
the like) we hope that theForce of them is feldom loft : 
For making every Perfon fpeak fo exactly like them- 
felves (a thing ourAuth or w as fo famous for) is much 
more difficult inEngli/b, by reafon of its greater Vari- 
ety of Idioms and Pbrafes, than in the Latin; and to 
fait thefe always, requires a greater Genius than we 
can pretend to. Terence, tho' reckon'd very genteel 
in his days, feems in fome places to have a fort of Fa- 
miliarity and Bluntnefs inhisDifcourfe, notfo agree- 
able with the Manners and Gallantry of our Times ; 
which we have mollified as well as we cou'd, ftill 
making the Servants fawcy enough upon Occafion. 
In fome places we have had fomewhat more of ffr- 
jffwrthan theOriginal, to make it ftill more agreeable 
to our Age ; but all the white have kept fo nigh our 
Author's Senfe and Defign, that we hope it can never 
be juftly call'd a Fault. We can't certainly tell whe- 
ther J^/y//<m* the Conqueror, the Grand Seignior, and 
the like, may pafs with fome ; they may poffibly take 
them for Blunders in time, which arc now become 
Proverbial Expreffions ; the firft fignifying only a 
great while ago, and the other a great Man. 

As For the Divifion of the A8s and Scenes, all tho 
common Terences are moft notorioufly falfe : The Acls 
ire often wrong, but the Scenes oftner ; and thefe 
Aave bred fomeObfcurity in our Author's Rules. Mv- 
dam Dacier has been more exacl in this and a\\ otYvtx* 
More her, yctiill {he's once miftaken in V^r A& s, 
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and very often in her Scenes. ,Wc have follow 
to her Acts, except one in the Pbormio ; but 
not divided the Scenes at all by Figures, bee; 
areof no fuch Ufe ; only theReader may tak< 
that whenever any particular Attor enters i 
Stage, or goes off, that makes a different S 
thcAntients never had any other that we \ 
The Prologues, by the advice of feveral judic: 
fons, are left out, as being themeaneit, the 
Quibbles, and the leaft intelligible of any 
wrote, they relating chiefly to private S< 
between our Author and the Poets of his Ti 
Particulars of which 'tis impoffible to un 
now, and we need not be much concerned 
don't : Befides, in the main, they are fo rr 
neath our Author, that 'tis queftion'd whet 
are his or no, efpecially the Third. The A) 
are certainly none of his, and fo far fromb< 
ful, that they only ferve to, foreft all the PJ 
take away the Pleafure of furprizing. 

Laftly, That there might be nothing wantin; 

might make thistranflationas entire an 1 clear 

ble, we have all the way intermix'dNotesof E 

tion, fuch as Enter, Exit, Afide, and all othe 

of Action, necefTary to be known, and co 

pra&is'd among our modernDramatick Poet! 

ferve extreamly to the clearing of the Plots, 

would be obfeure without 'em, efpecially fin 

theatres were fo different from ours. And as fi 

of Notes are the fhorteft that are generally i 

they are moft compleat, uieful and clear, by 1 

of which almoft any Child may apprehend an 

Perhaps we might have omitted fome of 'e 

we had better offend this way- than theoth* 

Thus have we faid as much as we though 

fite in Vindication of our Matter's Honour, 

our own Undertaking: And if we had faid tc 

as much, and ne'er lo much to the Purpofe, 

will ltill think and talk what they pleafe, and v 

help it. 
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THE 

[FE of Terence. 

Vhlius Terentius hadMiis Birth at the . 
famous City of Carthage \n Africa, 
in the Year of Rome 5 59, feven Years 
after the fecond Punick War, and 
192 before Cbrift. His Parentage 
was mean, no doubt, fo little known, 
lis true Name is not remember*d ; for that of 
ce he took from his Patron Terentius Luc anus 9 
oman Senator. As for his Perfon, he was of 
die Stature, very {lender, and fomewhat of a 
r Completion. 

tien he was very young, and not paft his Child- 
, he was made Captive, as 'tis generally fup- 
, by the Numedians, who fen t him immeoi- 
to Rome ; and there he happen' d on the fore- 
on'd Terentius Lucanus. This Mafter had fo 
&\ Efteem for his good Mien and excellent 
, that he did not only give him a mod tender 
snteel Education, but his Freedom too ; and 
is more, when he was very young ; a Favour 
iry ufual in thofe Days, 
er this, he more clofely apply'd himfelf to 
ting ; and in his Obfervations and Studies of 
and Manners fcemM to be his chief Im ploy- • 
His exadl Remarks upon Men's natural 
fitions, and his Genius kd him wholly to 
dtick Poetry, particularly Comedy; whereia 
: Humours and Paffions of Men are fo tvvc^Vj 
?& and cxprefs'd, that wc cau no v«Vwc 
C to* 
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ii*-tl ? tni-jr and more lively Reprefenu 
.//</////;;; Kd.'ui e. His comely PerfonageaiK 
•cun:e Writings brought him into a great E 
not only with the People in general, but 1 
with the greateit and nobleil of Rome ; 
was efpecially belov'd and cheriih'd by the 
Scipio Aj'ricanm and Lelius. Wiih thefe tw 
parable Friends and Companions he had 
more than ordinary Familiarity ; pa fling a\i 
ny a fair Hour in Pleafuresand Delights, i 
Country-Houfe at Mount Alba. 

He made himfelf Mailer of the Greek \ 
from which he borrov\'d much of his Pla 
which we. have Six remaining. When he 
nifli'd his firft Play, and brought it to the 
they would needs have him read it before C 
as the moll approved Judge. Cecilius wa 
at Supper. Terence's Garb (it feems; was n 
the beft at that Time, therefore he was fei 
an ordinary By-Place, and there orderM to 
But a few of his fine Verfes fo well made A 
for theMeannefs of his Habit, that he was 
diately defiredtofit down and take Part of w 
found at the Table, being placed next to C 
himfelf. After Supper, he read over the reft 
Play, to Cecilius wonderful Delight. The 
of it we find not, it could not be the Andrfa 
that was made two Years after Cecilius was < 
In the 28th Year of his Age, he made h 
drian ; the firft Comedy that we know of, i 
he took a great Part from Menander the 
Poet. The Year following he made his h 
or Motber-in-Law $ which he took (chiefly, 
Appollodorus the Greek Poet. This Play w 

firft time unfuccefsful, and is the only one ' 
Plot is perfectly Single. Two Years aft< 

made his Heautontimorumenos, or Self-Torm 

which he borrow'd moftly from Menander. 

Years after fiwr, his Pbor.mi*> taken (chiefly) 
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Appollodorus's Epidicazomenos. The fame Year he 
made his Eunuch ; of which he borrowed a great 
part from Menander : This by many is reckon'd hit 
Deft ; however, it came off with far greateft Ap- 
plaufe. The Year following, in the 34th Year of his 
Age, he made his lad Comedy, call'd Adelpki, or the 
Brothers, and that too was (moftly! taken from Me- 
nander ; which Varro, as to the Beginning of it 
prefers to the Beginning of Menander himlelf. 
. Thefe Comedies were in great Reputation among 
the Romans, and generally fucceeded very well ; 
though Plautus had fometimes better Luck on the 
Stage. But never a one of h ; s took like the Eu- 
nuc% 9 for which Terence had 8000 Seftcrces ; a Re- 
Ward (though not exceeding Sixty Pounds of out 
Money) greater in thofe Days than ever Poet hid* 
Befides, it was adled twice in one Day ; the more 
ftrange, becaufe Plays then were never made but 
to be a&ed two or three times in all. All Six were 
almoft equally efteeftiM by his Countrymen ; and 
moit of them had their peculiar Beauties. 'Tis ob- 
ferv'd, that the Andrian and the Brothers excel in 
their Charaelers and Manners ; the lEunuch and 
Phormio, in the Vigour and Liveliness of their In- 
treagues ; and the Self-tormentor and Mother in- Law, 
in their Thoughts, Pajpons, and Purity of Style. 

Upon the. Account of his intimate Acquaintance 
with Scipio and Lelius, it was, and dill is generally 
belie vM, that they had a great, if not a principal 
Share in the making of his Plays : And this Con- 
jecture is groundednot only upon the extraordina- 
?r Familiarity between them, butaJfothe Accuracy 9 
ropriety, Purity, and Politenefs of the Stile, which 
do indeed feem above a poor Africans Abilities. But 
thefe are but mere Conjectures intermix'd with a 
Spice of Malice ; tho' indeed redounding much 
to his Honour, as he himfelf intimates in his Pro- 
logue to the Brothers. The extraordinary Fam\Y\*- 
rity between them was probably caused by Vi\s «cv\- 
I C z v&& 
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nent Deferts- The Accuracy and PolUenefes of Mi 
Style proceeded perhaps from his Labour and Stu-^ . 
dies ; as the Purity and Politenejs of it might be the 
Effecls of his Reman Education, and his keeping the 
belt Company. And if he defended himfelt but 
(lightly when'er he was accus'd, that may be rec- 
koned his greatComplaifance to thofe noble Perfona. 

Thefe Crimes he was often charg'd with ; but in i 
the Thirty- fifth Year of his Age, either to avoid 
thefe Scandals, or to inftruft himfelf in the Cuftoms 
and Manners of the Grecians, he left Rome to go for 
that Country, and dy'd foon after his Departure, ia 
the Year of Rome 594, Nine Years before the 
Third Punick War, and 1 57 before Cbrift. The 
Place and Manner t>f his Death is very doubtful. 
Some fay he dy'd in his Return from Greece to Rome, 
with a great Number of Greek Comedies tranflated 
by him, and loft with him- Others, that he dy'd 
at Stympbalus, a Village in Arcadia, for Grief of 
lofing thofe Comedies he had tranflated. But here 
we leave all to the Judgment of the more curious 
Perfons. 

It is faid by feveral, that he dy'd very poor ; but 
however, his Daughter (the only Child he left) after 
his Difeafe, was marry'd to a Roman Knight, to 
whom he left a Houfe and a Garden of fix Acres, 
which was fituated under the Affian-way, nigh that 
Place call'd Villa Martis. 
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M* Glabrio 


> were Curule Edils. 


By the Company 


C L, Ambiviui Turft9, 
of < and 
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fUccus made free by CUudius composed the Maf- 
fick, which was performed upon two equal 
Flutes, the one Right-handed, and the other 
Left-handed* 

It was taken wholly from the Gmk, and 'afte4 



M. Marcel/usj, 
Under the the Confulfliip of ^ ^ and 

~ Sulpitius, 



i M. 



A. V. C. 587. Before CW& \ta. 
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Dramatis Perfona?. 



MEN. 

C An old rich Mercbantof Athens, very Mm 
Simo, < and indulgent to bis Son, but otbertoij 
£ of a peevijb Difpofition. 

£His Friend and Neighbour, Fatbe 
Chremes,. < to Philumena, of an eafy plian 
fi Temper. 

C Simo's Son ; very civil, courteous 

Pamphiliua* ■£ and obedient, . but pajjionately i 

// Love with Glyceric. 

( A young Gentleman* bis Friend, in Lw 

Charine* < with ChremesV Daughter PhU« 

J I mena. 

Sofia, Simo's Steward. 
Droxno, Mis Footman. 

I Servant to Pamphilius t a faucy cub 
j ning, intriguing Fellow; always belf 
Davus, < - n g fc s Rafter out in his Amours, an 
\ £ putting Tricks upon Simo. 

Byrrhic, Servant to Charine. 
. i . '. J A Stranger of the Ifle of Andro, an hone 4 

j= ^Tito, «* downright Country-Fellow. 

\\ WOMEN. 

~. . C The Fair Andrian, debauched and hi 

H Glycene, ^ ^ Pamphilius. 

||| Myiis, Her Maid, faithful and carefuL 

Lesbia, An old foaking Midwife. 

MUTES. 

Archills, GlycerieV Nurfe. 

Servants to Simo, Attendants, 8cc* 

Scene, ATHENS. 
The TIME* about feven or eifcht Hours. 
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THE 

Fair ANDRIJN. 

Act I. 

Scene, the Street before Simo's Door. 
Time, the Forenoon. 



Enter Si mo, Sofia, and other of Simo'/ Servants ;. 
witbProvifiont and Things, as from the Market, 

simo/* ira^HPIc ^ a y w ^ t ^ l0 ^ c things 

/£* for- fjlsMslfiSf there, and be gone. 

ewffAf. Jif/nBfej ^ ut ^° y ou ^ a ^» ^* ; * 

|pJLmM£! h avc fomethi^j to fay to 
yiPKF^y y° u - VExev.nt Servants. 
«^>>*f-f * ^/ I underftand ye, Sir; 
youM ha' Care taken of theie Things, I fuppofc. 
Sim. Quite another Bufinefs. 
&?/ Can my poor Skill be further ferviceabie 
to you ? 

C 4,' &>s« 
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Sim. Nay, there's no need of that Skill of youri 
?th' Cafe : Be but as faithful and fecrct as ye us'd to 
be, and the Bufinefs is done. 
So/ I wait your Pleafure, Sir. 
Sim. I'm fure you can't but know what a fair and 
eafy Matter I ha' been t'ye, e'er fince I bought ye of 
a Child, and inRequiral of your good Services, I gave 
ye your Freedom $ the moft that I co'uld do for ye. 
So/. Sir, I'm not forgetful of to 
Sim . Nor do I repent it. 
So/ I'm very glad, Sir, to find ye pleas'd with any 
thing I ever did, or can do ; and am much oblig'd 
to ye for your good Opinion of me. But, with 
Submimon, Sir, this fomewhat troubles me 3 for 
fuch a Reminding a Man of a Benefit fecms to inti- 
mate as if he were infenfible of it. ——"But, ia 
one Word, Sir, what can I ferve you in ? 
I Sim. I'll tell you : In the firft place you are to 

I underftand, that the* Bufinefs of the Wedding it 

I all Sham. 

Sj/ Why d'ye put it upo' th' World then ? 
Sim. I'll tell ye the vfhole My fiery of it, and givt 
ye fuch a Light into my Son's Converfation and my 
Defigns, that you'll immediately fee what Part you 
are to aft in this Bufinefs. ■ When firft I took 

him from School, Sofia, I left him a little to him- 
1 ielf, to try which way his Genius wou'd lead him 1 

f which was hard to know for certain, or indeed to- 

| lerably to guefs at, whilft he was a Boy, under the 

I Awe of a Rod and Matter, 

j! So/ Right, Sir. 

Sim. You know 'tis a common thing for molt 
young Men^to give up themfelves wholly either to 
Horfes, Hounds, Books, or the like : Now he wai 
not over- ford of any of thefe, though he was in 
i t .it all. This I lik'd well. 

I} So/ V had Reafon, Sir ; for not to bt to* tnucb ' 

sddifted to any one thing % I take to be the moft ex* 
vcVcnt Rule of Life. 

tint* 
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Sim. Then for his Convcrfation, Stfia. He was 
never uncafy upon any Occafjon ; nor wou'd he ever 
fpoil Company, but clos'd with all Humours, never 
thwarting othen,nor affuming too much to himfelk 
And I think this was the Way to get Reputation 
and Friends without Envy. 

Sof. He took a wife Courfe : For as the World 
goes now, CompJaifanee goes current, when Plain- 
dealing will uotpafs. 

Sim. In this Interim, there comes aWoman about 
Three years ago from Andres, who takes Lodging*. 
in our Neighbourhood, forced hither by the Scantf- 
nefs of her owa Fortune, and the Neglecl of her 
Relations : But (he was a fine Woman indeed, and 
in the \ F ery Flower of her Age. 

Sof. AH, Sir 1 I fear tikis hmtfine Woman bodes 
ns no good. 

Sim. At firft indeed, (he liv'd a very boneff, thrif- 
ty, and laborious fort of a Life, earning he Bre.:d at 
her Fingers ends* But afterwards, when the Lovc- 
Bufinefs came on, and the Golden Promifcs from 
this and t*other, ;as People had rather follow their 
PleafurethanthcirWork) (lie accepts of their Offer?,, 
and immediately fets up the Trade. Some of herGal- 
lants, as ill Luck would have it, carried my Boy a- 
long with 'em for Company's fake. Then fiid f 
to myfelf, The Fools nooSd, bis f mist en. # So I 
' made it my Bufinefs i'tii' Morning to watch the- 
Lads going and coming, and woujd ask ham-now 
and then, Hark ye, good Boy, tell me ye Hi tie Rogue, 
/* wbofe turn fell Chryfis lafi Night ? For,, you mult; 
know, that was the Name fhe went by. 

Sof. Very well, Sir. 

Sm. They'd tell me, Fbadrus, Clinias, or Nieera- 
tus perhaps, (for thofe were all in with her.) jfy 
but my good lads what did Pamphilus £ What did* 
be / cheyM ery, Why* he only eat with ''em, ax& 
ftid bis Club* This pleas'd me to the very S><y&.. 
So J fe]} tofutjipmg'em another time, V tt.Ttcj\or.« 
C 5 >K<ff& 
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Word thztPamphilius had ever been dabbling. This 
I thought a fufficient Trial, and a confiderable In- 
ftance of his Virtue : For he that has to do with fuch 
fort of Cattle, and conies off clear, you may fafely^ 
truft him with the Management of himfelL Whc* 
others faw how I relifh'd it,they fell in one and all and . 
faid a hundred fine things, I warrant ye, what a 
bleffed Father I was, to have fuch a cowardly Sons, 
In one Word, the Reputation of it wrought- 
fo upon my Neighbour Chr ernes, that nothing would 
ferve him but a Match between my Son and his 
Daughter, with a good Poction over and above too. 
The Propofal took,, we both agreed upon't, and* 
this t'have been the Wedding- day» 

So/. Very good : And what Obftru&ion now ;.„ 

Sim. 1*11 tell ye, — — In a very few days, whilft 
this was doing, Chryfis dies, 

So/. In a good Hour, Sir. We are all made then. 
To be free with ye, I did not like this fame Chryfis* 

Sim. My Son, you muft know, and the humble 
Servants of Chryfis were together, and together took 
Care of the Funeral: He was really fad, and now and, 
then dropt a Tear, which I dia not diflike ; for, 
thought I,..Hs that is fo muchmov y d s and upon fuch. 
Jlender Acquaintance, What ifjhe had been his own 
Miftrefs f How wottdhe take onif IJhould die! All 
this jQpok'd upon to be the Effe&s of good Na- 
ture* and fweet Temper. ■ ■ To conclude, I"; 
myfelf, to humour him, went alfo to the Funeral,- 
without fufpedting any Thing, 

So/. How, Sir! And what then? [Fearfully. 

Sim. I'll tell. ye. —-The Body is brought out,, 
the Company moves, and amongft the Women 
'twas Fortune to caft my Eye upon a young Cre* , 
ture with a Face ■■■ ■ ■■ 

So/, Good enough perhaps. 

Sim. Ay, Sofia, and an Air fo modeft, fo. pretty, 
nothing cou'd be more charming.— -Now finding 
Ms Woman. Co much mgrt coxvcxtu ? dtluii the reft 
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and her Behaviour much more genteel and graceful 
than any there, I went and whifper'd the Ser- 
vants, to know who me was. They told me, The 
dead Performs Sifter. That. Word (truck me to the 
very Heart. Well,well 9 (thought I) the whole Bu- 
finefs is unraveird, and the Tears and Whining are - 
no longer a Myftery. 

Sof I'm in fuch a Fright, to know how this Bull-. 
nefs will come off. 

Sim. Well ; the Funeral Marches, we follow* . 
come to the Place where the Body was to be laid, .. 
put it into the Fire, and give her a Tear : Mean . 
time the Sifter, I told ye of, runs like a Mad -Woman 
up to the Fire, and trulv almoft into't. At which \ 
Pamphilius in a great Fright difcovers that Love . 
which he had fo well diflembled and conceal'd be- 
fore ; runs to her, takes her in his Arms : My deai' - 
Gly eerie, fays he, what do you do ? Wo;N ye deftroy » 
jourfelf? With that, all in Tears, fhe flings herielf ' 
upon him, and with fo much Tendernefs too, that • 
you might eafily perceive 'twasn'fc the firil time of . 
their Acquaintance. 

Sof. Ah ! How's this, Sir ? [/// Amaze. - 

Sim. Away go I very moody and diilatisried, but \ 
not enough to make a Wrangle on't : For if I had . 
chid him, he'd ha 7 faid,Pr^,5/V, what have I done ? , 
What have J defertfd, Sir P What's my Fault, Sir P . 
Afoolifo Woman woifd ha* burnt herjeif I hindered 
her and J avid her Life it may be.. This is as fair a * 
Plea as can be. • 

Sof You've Reafon, Sir ; For had you blam'd \ 
him for faving her out of the Flames, what wou'd . 
ye ha' done if he had thrown her in ? . 

Sim. Next. Day comes my Neighbour Chremet ,- 
fbrming like a Mad-man, That there was Roguery v 
UP Cafe, and that mojl certainly Pamphilius and 
this Woman were engaged together, J deny'd, he 
affirm'd It, and in fine, went away in a Pets, as it 
ke wou'd b*eak of the Match with aisD^^vte^ 

So- 
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Sof. And did not ye fchool your Son upon this ? 
Sim. No, no ; 'twas not enough yet to pick a 
;<Juarrel at. 
Sof How fo, I befeech ye ? 
Sim. He might have faid, You, Sir, are now tut- 
ting a flop to all my Plea fur o> of this Nature ; port- 
ly I muft be married, and live after another's Hu- 
mour ; mean Time, fray Sir, let me have a little after 

my own* 

Sof. Well Sir ! if this won't do, what can yon 
poflibly find to chide him for ? 

Sim. Why, if he refufes to marry upon the Ac- 
count of his Mifs, that Bufinefs mull be laid home 
tohimfirft. Now, my Defign is, by means ©f this, 
Mock- Wedding, to find a j.uft Caufe of being angry, 
if he fhou'd not agree to it; and that, if the Rogue 
Davus has any Trick in his Head, he may put it ofF 
if he can ; I an't like to be his Chapman ; tho' I 
know he'll be at his Tooth and Nail ; and more t» 
plague me, perhaps, than to pleafure my Son. 
Sof. What makes.ye think fo ? 
Sim. D'ye ask that Queftion ? Ever whilft ye live-. 
Wbat\ bred Ptb' Bone willne x er be out of the Flejb* 

But if I find him tampering, I'll in fhort, put the 

Cafe that Pavtfbilut fhou'd not boggle (as I heartily 
wifh he wou'dn't) then Cbremes is only to be fweet- 
ned, and I hope 'twill do. Now the part you're to 
ail, is to countenance the Marriage,^ or tifyDrfCff-S 
watch the Boy, and be a Spy upon their Counfel. 

Sof. Enough, Sir, Til take Care of all. Now I 

fuppofe we may retire, Sir. 

Sim. Go, Y\\ follow ye pr«fentfy. £.*77 Sofia* 

Simo walks about ftudying. 

My Life on't this Boy cl mine has no Stomach tot 

i Wife : For if he had, Z)<w^wou'dn*t ha' been fa 

ffortl'd at the Talk of a Match in .hand. ■ But 

hold ye ! yonder he comes. 

infer 'Davus at another "part of the Stage, not 

feting Smvx 
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Dav. to himfilf. I Ihou'd ha 1 wonder'd if thisBu- 
fincft had gone off; and that fleering $weetnefs of 
my Mailer I did not like : For when he heard the 
Match was breaking, he flood with his Finger in his 
Mouth, and never fo much as grumbled at it- — — 

Sim. Overbearing.] But Sirrah ! now he will, voir 
(hall fee, and make ye fmoke for it too. [Afide. 

Dav. to bimfelf] I'll warrant ye his Bufinefs was 
to owl us into a Fool's Paradife, and in the mid ft of 
all our Hopes to have taken us napping, before we 
could bethink ourfelvesof (poiling the Job. A cun* 
mng old Fellow ! 

Sim. HftningJ] This Rogue /what fays he? \afiie. 

Dav. difewering Simo.] S'Life, my Maftcr's upon 
the Back of me, and I never dreamt of him. (foftlf* 

Sim. Davus! 

Dav. feeming net to know bim.~\ Umph \ WhoV 
that > 

Sim. Here, Sir, this Way. 

Dav. What would this old Fellow have ? [foftly* 

Sim. partly bearing.'} D % yc mutter, Sirrah ? 
. Dav. Who I, Sir ? 

Sim. And ask Queftionstoo? — Sirrah, 'tis the 
Town-talk that my Son keeps a Mifs. 

Dav. The Town's much concern'd, I warrant* 
for what dur Pam does. [AJide. 

Sim. Rafea) \ d'ye mind what I fay or or no ? 

[Angrily;. 

Dav. O yes, very much. 

Sim. I fhou'd be look'd upon as a hard Father, I 
know, for peeping into his Intrigues. — For what 
is gone pail I regard not much; for he had Li- 
berty enough, fo long as 'twas fit for me to give it* 
or him to take it ; but now the Cafe is altered, and 
new Circumftances call for new MeafuresandMan*- 
ncrs ; and tjjerefore I require vou, or if it were de- 
cent, let me entreat ye, good Davus, that my Son 
take up and mend. 

J>av, Sir, I'm in the dark all this wbik% 
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eager this old Trot was to have her come, becai 

they might fuddle their Nofes together? We 

Heavens grant my poor Miftrefs a good Delive: 
and that Any- body may mifearry under her Hai 
rather than fhe. ■ ■ < 

Enter Pamphilius at a diftance* 

But what is here to do that Mr. Pampbilit/s is 

ftrangely diforder'd ? — It makes me tremble 

think whatftiou'dbethe Matter.— There's Mifch 

a brewing, and I'll flay a little to fee what com 

on't. [Sbe retires to one fide of the $ta& 

Pam. to him/elf) Was ever fuch a thing done . 

thought of yet by Man ? Is this the part of a Fathe 

My/ What Mifchief i'th' Wind now tro ? [AJic 

Pam. to bmfelf\ If this be no Severity with 

witnefs, before GOD and Man there's no fuc 

thing in Mm//**.— -My Father, itfeems, defign 

to have marry'd me to Day. One wou*d ha' thougl 

I might have known on't before, or at leait ha\ 

had fome Notice of my own Wedding. 

My/ Alas ! What is this I hear r [Aftd 

Pam. to bim/e/f} What means this Cbremei toe 

who but lately declar'd againft the Match ?■ Has h 

chang'd his own Mind, becaufe he faw I wou'd nc 

change mine ? Is he fo refolutcly bent tc* rend m 

from my deareft Gly eerie f If it comes to that onc< 

I'm rain'd beyond Redemption. -•- Was there eve 

fuch an awkard and unlucky Fellow upon Earth a 

I ? O Heavens I Is there na way to huffle oi 

theAlliance with this Chrerms ? How grofly have . 

been abus'd and trampl'd on ?A11 things were agree/ 

on, fign'dand feal'd, of afuddenl their Caft-offm\x\ 

be brought on again. But why, unlcfs there's form 

damnable Roguery in the bottom on't, which l'n 

very fufpicious of. Now becaftfe this Dowdy lie 

upon her Father's Hands, and No-body elfe will, 

■nit. [Scornfully 

My/. I vow thefe Words make my poor Heart c< 

ph-A-pit+ [Afidt 
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Pam. to him/elf.] But what mall I fay of my Fa- 
ther all this while ? Alas for him ! That he mould fo 
carelefly huddle up a thing offo greatConfequence. — 
He told me upon thcCbange, as he went hy me, even 
, now, Pamphilius* Yoh are to be marrfd to Day, g$ 
borne prefently % and make yovrfelf ready. Which . 
founded to rne as if h id fa id, Go home prefcntly, and 
bang yourf elf It ftunn'd me fo that I had not a Word 
toanfwer, nor the leaftColour of Excufe, tho' never 
fo foolifh, falfc, or extravagant. In fhort, I was 
Tongue-ty'd. — — - But if Any-body fhould ask me 
now, Wbat tvou'd ye have done, Juppofing you bad bad 
timely Notice otft ? Why ! fure I wou'd have dona 
fomething not to have done this. -But as theCafe now 
ftands, where fhall I begin firft ? fo many Difficultiet 
, cumber and diftraft my Soul at once : On this fide 
r Love, Pity for that dearCreature, and my being urg'd 
[ to marry : On that fide theReverence due to myFa- 
[ ther, who has hitherto indulg'd me in all that Heart 
cou'dwifh ; and, fhall I turn Rebel at laft ?— I*m very 
unhappy, and which fide to take to I know not. 
L Myf. coming nearer^ Alas ! How I dread as much 
-m which fide he'll take to I but now 'tis abfolutely necef- 
i fary for himto fpeak with her, or for me to tell him 
I fomething about her. For when theMind is upon the 
I Ballance, the lead thing in the World turns the Scale. 
' [Afidt. 

\ Pam. What Voice is that ? Is it you MyJisP 

In good Time. 
My/. O Mr. Pampbilius, well met. 
Pam How does your Miftrefs ? 
Myf. She, Sir ! Why (he's juft now in herLabowr ! 
Then it goes the harder with the poor Creature, be- 
1 caufe fhe hears this is to be yourWedding-day ; but 
. worft of all, for fear you fhou'd leave her at laft. 
Pam. O hideous ! Can I entertain fuch aThought ! 
ShaJU fuffer an unfortunategentlewoman to be ruined 
for my Pleafure, who put her Life and Hoxvovxt vato 
»y Hand* ? One that I hare IqV d with the ¥ w&kS* 



1 2 The Fair Andrian. 

and Tenderncfs of a Husband ? Shall I expofe fo 
much Modelty and Virtue to the Temptation of fo 
ftrong a Neceflity ? No, no ; it muft never be.. 

My/. That is to fay, if you cou'd help it : But 
I'm afraid you can't ftand the Brunt of your Father. 

Pam. But can you think me fuch a Scoundrel, fo- 
ungrateful, fo inhuman, nay, and fo brutal too* 
that neither Friendfhip, Love, nor Honour can 
make or keep me honelt ? 

My/ This, 1 can allure ye, Sir, you do her great. 
Wrong if you forget her. 

Pam. Eorget her, fay ye ? - — O My/is, MyCts^ 
what Chryfis i'pafce to me about her Siiter is to thii . 
Bay engraven on my Heart : She wasjufl dying, Ire- 
member, when fhe call d ; J went to her, you among - 
'em withdrew, we alone, fhe thus began :Mr. Pam- 
philius, You/ee the Youth and Beauty of this poor Girl ; . 
I needn't tell ye how little thejejignify either to the 
Security of her Virtue or Fortune, - Noto % by this Hand 
of yours, and your natural 'Goo dtie/s, Ibegofyou % I\ 
adjure ye by the Faith you have given this poor Cul- 
ture, and by her /olitary Condition ; to be true to ber 9 . 

and never forfake her. If you have ever been t$. 

me as my own Brother, if yon are the Mqn in the 
World whom foe ever moft ejleemd, if foe never de- 
ny* d ye any thing that foe coud grant ye ; I now 
bequeath ye to her for a Husband, a Friend, a Guar- 
dian, and Father too ;. Heave ye al/o Mafter of mj 
Fortune, to do with it as youplea/e. -——With thefe 
Words fhe join'd our Hand, and in the very Aclion 
dy'd. I receiv'd her, and am refolv'd to keep her. 

My/ Indeed, Sir, I. hope fo. 

Pam. But why from your Miflrefs at this time ? 

My/ I'm going for a M.dwife. 

Pam. Prithee make ha lie then. [She is going off.] 
But hark ye, not a Word of the Wedding to her, 
for fear it fhou'd make her the worfe. 

My/. I underibnd ye. [Exeunt fevirally. 

Epd of the Firft A&. . K v* * 
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Act II. 

Gharine attended by Byrrhie. 

Cha. as they TT O W's this Byrrhie ? Is fhe to 
tnter — — JlJL be marry'd to Mr. Pamfhiliui 
to Day ? Hah » 

^j?r. Neither better nor worfe. 

Cha. How know ye that ? 

Byr. I had it of Davus at the Change. 
. C£*. Unlucky Creature that I am ! There's fome 
Life in a Man as long as he lives hovering betwixt 
Hope and Fear, but when he comes to defpond 
once, he finks amain, and his Heart is as heavy as 
a lump of Lead, - ■ «■-■ 

Byr. For Goodnefs fake, Sir, be not fo much 
a. Philofopher, as if ye cant have what ye wou'd, 
content yourfelf with what you may. 

Cha. Nay, There's nothing I wou'd have, but 
my dear Pbi/umena. 

Byr. Ah, Sir, Were it not much better to try if 
ye can put that Love out of your Head, than to in- 
dulge your Paffion thus, ftand blowing of the Coal, • 
and to no Purpofe neither. 

Cha. 'Tis an eafierMatterto give Counfel than to 
take it, and if you had my Diftemper you'd fay fa 

Byr. Well, well, Sir ! What you pleafe for that. 
Enter Pamphilius at a difiance. 

Cha. But Hay a little, I fee Mr. 'Pamphilius yon- 
der. Since my Life is at Stake, I'm refolv'd to 
make a Bolt or a Shaft on't. 

Byr. What Whim takes my Mafter now ? \Afide* 

Cha. Why, I will fo beg and beg of him, and tell 
him fuch a difmal Story of my Love, that I fancy he 
may be prevail'd upon to put off the Wedding for two 
or three Da/s ; mean time fomething ts&y Vwppecu 

B3 r * 
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Byr. And that fomething is jufl nothing at all. 

* [Afiii. 

Cba. What think ye, Byrrbii, had I beft go to 
him or no ? 

Byr. By all means, Sir, tho' to no.other Purpofe 
than to make him believe you'll cuckold him, if h* 
marries her. 

Cba. Go hang yourfelf, ye fufpicious Cur. 

Pam. coming nearer.] O here is Mr. Char int.-* 
Your Servant, Sir. 

Cba. Oh, Sir, the very Man I wanted ! - — For 
if Yeu don't keep up my Heart, prote&, affift, and 
advife me, I'm undone. 

Bam. Troth, Sir, youVe found me but in a forrj 
Condition, either to affift or advife ye. But pray* 
Sir, tell me what you'd have. 

Cba. ArVt you to be marry'd to Day, -Sir ? 

Pam. 'Tis fo reported. 

Cba. If you do, Sir, you've feen your laft of me* 

Pam. Why fo, Sir ? 

Cba. Alas, Sir, I dare not tell ye : — — Prithet, 
Syrrbie, you tell him. 

Byr. I will, Sir. 

Pam. to Byrrbie.] Well, what's the Bufmefs ? 

Byr. He's only in Love with your Spoufe, that*f 
all, Sir. 

Pam. Truly we arVt both of a Mind : — ~ But, 
pray be plain with me, Is there no nearer Engage- 
ment between you and her ? 

Cba. Ah, Sir, none at all. 

Pam. O' my Soul, I wifh there were. 

Cba. Now, as you've any Love or Friendfhip fof 
me, I do adjure you not to mary her. — 

Pam. Sir, I'll do my beft i'th' Cafe. 

Cba^— But if you can't avoid it, or if the Wc<L» 
ding be fo much to your Heart's Defire,— 

Pam. My Heart's Defire I [Angrily. 

Cba. ——At leaft put it offa Day or two longer, 
ihrt I m*y get out of the Way. 
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Pam. But here me a little, Mr. Charini: This 
is all to the Tune of, / thank you for nothing : For 
I'll attire ye, I am more againil the Match than 
Tin are for't. 

Cba. That Word has brought me to Life again. 

Pam. Now if there be any thing to be done between 

you and your Man Byrrbie % fall to work upon it j lie, 

contrive; do but order theMatter fo that (he may be 

Tours, and let me alone to fee fhe fhall never beMtne 9 

Cba. Enough, Sir. 

_Pam. [feeing Davus afar iff.) But yonder comes 
Davus in the lucky Minute, whofe Advice I rely on* 

Cba. to Byrrbie.) Ah, Davus— -But you, Sirrah, 
ire good for nothing, but to tell me what I (hall bo 
ncverthe better for. - In fhort, out of my Sight. 

Byr. With all my Heart, Sir. [runs out. 

Enter Davus at a Diftance, looking about him. 

Dav. tobimfe/f] In the Name of goodnefs ! What 
.a World of good News do I bring T — But where's 
oar Pam* now ? For I've that to tell him which will 
rid him of his prefent Fears, and make his Heart 
leap in his Belly. 

Cba. There's fomething pleafes him, if a Body 
knew what it were* 

Pam. There's nothing in* t ; the Fellow has n't 
the Story of my Misfortunes. 

Dav. to him/elf ] 1*11 warrant, did he but 

know he was to be marry'd to Day. " 

Cba. D'ye hear him, Sir ? 

Dav. to bimfeJf] — He'd poft about the Town 
in a pitiful Condition after me.— But where the 
Del Hull I meet with him now ? or where JhaH I 
$o to £nd him ? 

Cba. What ! not a Word to him ? 

"Dav.tdbimfelf.'} Well, I'll be marching, [going off* 

Pam. Soho, Davus / flay. 

Dav. not knowing bim.\ What Fellow's that inter- 
nets?— [turning about.'] O Lord! my Mailer Pam- 
tHtut tneMan Ihok'd ftr.^And Heyday \ Ywtie 
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is Mr. Cbarine too! rarely well met, forTveR 

finefs with you both. 

Pam. Ah Davus ! quite ruin'd \ 

Davus interrupting.] But heat me firft. 

pam. I'm a loll Man 1 

Dav. I know your Grief. [Hnftty 

Cba. And my Life is at flake. — ~— 

Dav. turning to Charine.] That I know too. 

Pam. I'm to be ma r ry d . 

Dav. As if I did not know that too. '{Angrily 

Cba. But to Day, Davus. 

Dav. Zookers ! You've put me befides my Senfej 
I know all. ——You're afraid ye fhou'd marry her 
ftoPtfafJand you're afraid yeftiouldnot, [to Cba 

Cba. Thou haft nick'd it. [together 

Dav. That very fame is nothing, by this Light, 
trull me, Sir. 

Pam. Prithee, good Boy, without any more ados 
rid me from my Fears. 

Dav. So I will, Sir, in a trice. Imprimis, Mr, 
Cbr ernes parts with no Daughter to Day. 
Pam. How d'ye know that ? 

Dav. I know't well enough, Sir, — Your Pathet 
juft now took me afide, and told me, You muft bi 
tnarrfd to Day, with a long Story at the Tail on't, 
not worth the telling you now : Upon this I ran fuB 
Ipeed to the Change^ to acquaint you with it, where, 
when I found ye not, I gets me up on high, then 
flares me round about, but rio Pampbilius appears. 
By chance I 'fpy'd Byrrbie, ask'd him he had feen 
ye> but no Tidings yet : This fretted my very Guts, 
To work goes my Noddle, to know what to do. 
Mean while, on my Return* I began to fmell the 
whole Bufmefs out : Ah, ba ! there's not a bit ex- 
traordinary for a Treat* tbe old Man out of Tune to* s 
A Wedding elapt up in a trice ! Thefe Thingi 
don't hang.well together. 
JPam. Well, what of all this? 
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Dav. Away march'd I to Neighbour ChremePsi 
when I got there, not a Creature ftirring before the 
Door did I fee, which made me laugh in my fleevc. 

Cba. Thai?s well. 

Pam. On with your Story. 

Dav. There Iftay'd fometime, but thede'il a Per- 
fon fa w I going out or in ; never an old Gouvernantei 
nor the leaft Preparation or Hurry in the Houfe. 

Pam. I grant this a good Sign. 

Dan. Does this look like a Wedding ? 

Pam. Indeed, Davus, I think not. 

Dav. Marry come up with your think nots—Y* 
know nothing I fee. Why, 'tis as plain as a Pike- 
Staff. As I was beating the Hoof homeward, who 
(hov'd I meet but Mr. Cbrtmes't Boy coming from 
the Market with aBunch of Herbs,and three ha'perth 
of little Fifties, for the Old Man's Supper. 

Cba. Gt>d-a-mercy Davus. This Day haft thou 
fet me upon my Legs again. 

Dav. Wliat a plaguy Miftake you lie under I 

Cba. Why fo? Your Mailer is not like to have her. 

Dav, Well done Logich ! As if there never were 
another Man in the World, but your Lord 4 hie and 
my Mailer. If ye don't look about vc, make F.-iendt 
to the old Gentleman, and ply the Lady briskly, 
ye may {hap fhort for ail that tho\ 

Cba. Your Gounfel's good, I'll follow it. Tho* 
in troth my Hopes have often jilted me, and fo 
fareweL [Exit Charine. 

Pam. Prithee Davus 9 what does my Father pro- 
pofe to himfelf ? What makes him double thus ? 

Dav. riltell ye, Sir, If he (hou'd take pet now 
that Mr. Cbremts wont't part with his Daughter, he 
eou'd not but blame himfelf for it, and right enough * 
too, till he finds how you Hand affedled to the 
Wedding. But if it goes off on youriide, the Blame 
will be laid at your Door ; and there will be the 
Devil to do then. 

Pam. W2wt / SMI I truckle ? 
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Dav. Why, Sir, he's your Father, and you'll ha 
a hard Task on't. BefidesyourMiihefs hasNo-bc' 
to ftand by her ; upon the lead Occalion he'Jl quic 
\y make the Town too hot for her. 

Bam. Too hot for her f [Angrily andfcornfuh 

Dav. In the turning of a Hand, Sir. 

Pam. Prithee, honeit Davus, what fhall I do 
this Cafe ? 

Dav. Why e'en tell him you'll have her. 

Pam. Oh! 

Dav. Why that Sigh now ? 

Pam. What tell him a thing fo far from my Hear 

Dav. Why not, I pray ? 

Pam. O Davus, never, never.- ■ ■ 

Dav. Never deny it, Man. 

Pam. Don't put me upon't. 

Dav. Confider well what will come on't. 

Pam. Yes, that 'twill put me out with the on< 
tnd in with the other. 

Dav. No, no, you're wide. —Now I fancy thi 
your Father will fay fome fuch thing as this. Con 
Son, Imuft needs have you marry to Day : With allm 
Heart, fay you. —Well ; and what can he quarrel s 
now ? This will ruin all his Defigns, and you in 
whole Skin all the while. For 'tis as certain as Cei 
tainty itfelf, that Mr. Chremes, won't give ye hi 
Daughter. So that you need norbreak a jot of you 
own Meafures for fear of his altering his Mind. D 
but tell your Father you'll marry, and let him bean 
gry if he can. As for you flattering yourfelf, th* 
No-body elfe will fart with bis Daughter f $ne i\ 
yourCircumftances : I'll anfwer that in a Word, Yoi* 
Father will tie a Bogger- wench upon your Bach, ra 
ther than let you Whore at this rate. — Look ye, i 
he find ye once indifferent, he'll fleep over it, an 
find ye out another.— No Body knows when: Intl 
mean time fomcthing may happen on our fide. 
Pam. Think ye fo ? 
J>av. No doubt on*t, TU wamivt yc. 
J*m. ifrve aCarcwhert ttawtad&TOt. 
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Dav . What, will ye ne'er ha* done ? 
/>***. Well, I'll fay, as you'd ha' me : But you mud 
ike fpecial Care it don't come to my Father's Ear 
fat I've a Child, and that I'm in for a Maintenance. 
Dav. O confident Devil ! 
Pam. Why, (he bound me upon my Oath to take 
'are on't, as a Token I fhou'd ne'er forfake her. 

Dav. Well, we'll take Care on't. — 

Enter Simo at a great dlftance. 
onder comes your Father, put on your t'other 
ace, quick. 

Sim. to bimfelf] Thefe Blades are conferring 
Totes ; I've a mind to fee what they'd be at. 
Dav. The good old Man takes it for granted, that 
ra'll refufe to marry. He comes fo cogitabund 
0111 fome by-corner or another, he queftions not 
it he has that in his Head which will put ye to a 
mfounded Nonplus. -— Be fure to have all your 
rains about ye. 

Pam. I'll do what lean, Davits. 
Dav. Come, Sir, tell him but you'll marry her, 
A if ever he opens his Mouth to ye again upoa 
at Bufinefs, never believe Dav us. 

Enter By rrhjc at another part of the Stage, 
watching them. 
By r. to bimjelf] This Matter o' mine has difchargM 
e a while from all other Services, to make me a 
y upon Mr. Pampbilufi Defigns about this Wed- 
ag : For this Purpofe have I dogg'd Father Grey- 
in/upon the Heel. — O here they are all toge- 
er. ■ ■ ■ Faith Til play at Bo-peep here. 

[withdraws to one fide of the Stage 
%tm.eom€4tearen\0 here are the Gentlemen I wanU 
Dav. S't ! mind vouf Cue. 
Sim. Pamphilus / 

D&v.foft/y ] Turn quick, as though you had not 
kn him. 

Pam. turning baftily about. .] Hah, my dear Father ! 
Dav. Excellent i' Faith. \Afidt tt Pamphilus . 
D Sinu 
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Sim. I mud ha' ye marry to Day, as I told fe. 
Byr. Now I'm plaguily afraid whether his An- 
$vcr will be for us. [Afidi. 

Pam. Sir, I fhall be ready to obey ye in this and 
all other Commands. 

Byr. Say ye fo I TA/Mi. 

Dav. The old Man's Mouth is flopt. [Ajtde n - 
Byr. What anfwer'd he ? [Jfida. 

Sim. Why this is like a Son, when ye cheerfully 
do as your Father wou'd ha' ye. 

Dav. Will ye believe me another time ? [Afide. 

to Pamphilus, 

Byr. For ought I perceive my poor Mailer may 

go whiffle for a Wife. [Afids* 

Sim. Go in, Pamfbi/us, that you may be at hand 

when you're wanted. 

Pam. I'm going Sir. [Exit Pamphilu* 

Byr, coming from bis Covert.'] Is there no Faith in 

Xian ? Well, I find the old Saying (lands good, JV#rf 

"Man for bis own Ends : I remember, once I had a 

glimpfeofthis Lafs; 'Sbobs, a charming Creature ! 

and Mr. Pamphilus is i'th* right on't, if he had ra» 

ther lie by fucha one himfelf, than my Mailer fhou'd: 

Fll go tell him all ; 'tis but venturing a few hard 

Words for a little hard News. [Exit Byr. 

Dav. Now this old Mumpfimus concludes Fve got 
fome notable Intrigue in mvBudget,and that I plan- 
led myielf here upon the fame account. [Afidt* 
Sim. What lays Davus to the World ? 
Dav. There's no News flirring, Sir. 
Sim. None fay ye ? [Angrify 

Dav. None at all, Sir* 
Sim. Truly but I look'd for fomething tho\ 
Dav. He has loft his Aim I perceive, and that 
Hetties him too. 

Sim. Sirrah can't you fpeak without a Lie in ymi 
Mouth? 

Dav. Mori fluently, Sir. 
&m. Come, does not this Match flick in my Sotrii 
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Stomach, becaufe of his Amours with the Stranger f 
Dav. Why truly, Sir, no; — or were it fo, that Un- 
eafinefs wou'd ofFm aDay or two's time, (D'ye under* 
ftandme,Sir?) then all wou'd be well again; But now 
he has fairly taken the Point by the right Handle. 
Sim. I commend him for't. 
Dav. Indeed when you wink'd at it, and his Age 
bore him out in't, he did wench a little ; but then 
he did it fecretly, and, like a Man of Honour, took 
Care it ihou'd be no Blot in his Efcotcheon ■ ■ 
Now 'tis time to look out for a Wife, he has hit 
Thoughts wholly upon Matrimony. 

Sim. Methought he lookt a little downifh upon 
it though. 

Dav. Not at all for that, but there's fomething 
elfe he did n't take fo well at your Hands. 
Sim. What's that, pray ? 
Dav. A meer Trifle, Sir. 
■Sim. What is't for a Trifle ? 
Dav. Nay, nothing at all to fpeak on. 
Sim. Well, well, 1 mull know what it is: 
poo. He fays, Tot! re too /paring of your Purfe. 
Sim. Who, I? [Angrily. 

Dav. Yes, you Sir. — For, fays he, my Father 
Ik laid out but Ten Groats for a Supper, and is that 
Uhemy Wedding-Treat forfooth? Which of my Ccm* 
fmons can I invite atfucb a Time as this ? And 
under the Rofe, Sir, I think you're a little clofe- 
iied, I cou'd wilhitwere otherwife. 

Sim. Leave your prating, Sirrah. 
* Dav. I've flung him, I fee. [Afidt* 

Sim: Let me alone to fee that all be well. — > 

[Exit Davus. 

"Sim. ahnel\ What's the Meaning of all this ? J 

What wou'd this old Hocus be at ? — - If there be 

ity Piece of Roguery here on foot, I'll lay my Life 

Jkischkf A&orin't. [Exit after him* 

The End §f the Second 43. 

D z ACt 
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Act IIL 

Enter Myfis and Lesbia on one pari of 

the Stage j on another Simo and Davus 

obferving them. 

My/. TT^ Ruly Labia, you're much ?th* right oat. 
J A faithful Lover is a very greatRarity, 

Sim. This Maid belongs to the Andrian : What 
hy you to't i 

/Xw. Yes, Sir. 

My/, to Lesbia. 2 But this Mr. Pamfbilus*— 

Sim. What fays ftie ? 

My/ — Has fign'd and feal'd over again. ■ 

Sim So, fo ? 

Dav. Wou'd the old Man's Ears were ftopt, or 
her Tongue out for me. 

My/ — For whate'er God fends her, he has 
erder'd to be brought up, 

Sim. Confufion T what do I hear f if what fhe 
fays be true, all's paft Recovery. 

Lef. A fwcet natur'd young Gentleman I'll war- 
rant ye. 

My/ Oh, a moll fweet-natur'd ——But come a- \ 
long, for you'll be too late elfe. ■ 

Lef. Well, lets in then. [Exit Myfis and Lesbk, \ 

Dav. How (hall we recover ourfclves out of this 
Relapfe ? 

Sim. walking a/ide.] What means all this ? — 
Is my Son fo mad then, and for a Stranger too ? ■ 
But hold f now I fee which way the Hare goes. — ] 
That I cou'd n't find it before, like a fencelefs Sot 
as I was. [^/> 

Dav. partly overbearing.] What** that lie hi 
found out, fays he ? 
Sdm. Oh! iere bcgmithc Rogue's Tricks; the 
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retenxt a great Belly among 'em, to beat off Mr, 
Cbremts from the Match. \Afide. 

Glyceric within.) Oh !— — Oh ! — Help, kind 
Heavens, and free me from my Pains, I befeech ye 
Oh 

Sim. foftly.) Ha, ha, ha, fo nimble, A very 

good Jeft ! after fhe heard of my being at the Door, 
flic prefently falls in Labour forfooth. — YourFarce 
wan't well tim'd, Mr. Rogue. (to Dav. 

Dav. Meaning me, Sir? 

Sim. Ah Sirrah, were your Aclors out in their 
Parts?, 

Dav. I don't undeTftand you, Sir, in theleafh 

Sim. If this Rafcal had ferv'd me fo in a real 
Wedding, here wou r d ha* been fine Work with a 
Vengeance ; but now he makes a Rod for his own- 
Back : For my part, I'm fafc enough. 

Enter Lcsbia/ra»GfycerieV Houfe, not feeing 
Simo and Davus. 

LeG to Archillis at the Door.] For what is p.ift y 
jfr chillis, and for a Woman in her Condition, every 
thing is as well as a- body cou'd wifli : In the rirJt 
place, let her be well bath'd, and then let her take 
the Dofe I prefcrib'd her to drink, and juft the Quan- 
tity ; I (hall be back again in a minute*-— [Archillis 
retires* Lcsbhfpeab to herfelf!\ Heart of my Body f 
Pampbilus has got a very pretty Boy ; I hope in 
Heaven he will live to make as good a Man as his Fa- 
ther, who fcorn'd to wrong this innocent Creature. 

(£vf7Lesbia. p 

Sim. What Man alive that knew thee, wouM n't 
fwear that this was one of thy Rogue's Tricks ? 

Dav. What Rogue's Tricks, Sir ? 

Sim. Within Door? there were no Orders given 
about the big-belly*d Woman ; but when fhe was 
once ont, fhe fets up a bawling in the Streets to 
thofe within, that the whole Town might ring 
on »t — - - -- Why Dav. am I to be made a Proper- 
ty ? or what doit thou fee in my Face, to \\v\tvY ok 
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making To palpable an Afs of me ? If it had been 
more artificial, it wou'd ha' look'd like fomewhat of 
Reverence for me, if I fhou*d have found it out. 

Dav. Faith, theoldFool cheats himfelf,not I.[Jfiar* 

Sim. Did n't I charge ye ftri&ly ? Nay, did n't I 
threaten ye too ? But what car'd you ? 'Tis all but to 
much Breath loii Can ye think me fo mad as to 
believe this Woman's brought to Bed ? 

Dav. Oh, have I found out his blind Side ! I know 
my Cue then. \Af tde * 

Sim. Have ye never aTongue in your Head, Sirrah? 

Dav. Why, what wouM ye believe ? As if yoit 
h:.d n't an Item of this before- hand. 

Sim. Who fhou'd give me an Item ? 

Dav. Strange ! Did you find out this Impoflure, 
and yourfelf too. [J^rif/g/j. 

Sim. Very fine, I am laugh'd at. 

Dav. I'm furc it was told ye, Sir : How ftiouM 
yc fufpcd it elfe ? 

Sim How ? 'caufe I know thee for a Rogue, 

Dav. As much as to fay, I was the Contriver on't, 

Sim. Nothing (o certain. I know't. 

Dav. Sir, you're mightily miftakenin your Map. 

Sim. Miftaken in my Man ! 

Dav. For if I go about to fpeak t Word* you 
* prefently think I put upon ye. 

Sim. Belike, I lye then. 

Dav. Troih, at this Rate, I dare fcarce move mjr 
Lips to ye. 

Sim. This I'm certain of, there has been no Belly 
•'laid here. 

Dav. Are ye very certain oft ? Yet, for all that, 
you'll have a Child laid at your Door before you're 
aware on't. This, Sir, will certainly be, and re- 
member that I told ye on't now, that if there fhou'd 
happen any Roguery i'th' Cafe, it might n't belaid 
to DavusH Charge. I wou'd fain have ye believe 
better things of Davits. 

Sim. But how d'ye know they'll trick a Child 
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Dav. I heard it, and believe it too. And there art 
a thoufand Circnmftances which makes me be of 
that mind. For, firft,theGen£lewoman cry'd (lie ws« 
with Child by your Son, which is found to be a meer 
fham* As foon as fhe heard of a Wedding on foot, 
her Maid forfooth is pofted away prcfently for the 
Midwife, and for a Child over and above. But if it 
chance that you mould fee this Child at your Door, 
the Wedding may go on for all this. 

Sim. How's this?— As foon as ye heard of theft 
Plots, pray why cou'd'nt Patnpbilus have been ac- 
quainted with all ? 

ZXj*. And who waft d'ye think but I that parted 
them ? For the whole Town knew that he was up 
to the Ears in Love* Now he has his Mind upon 
a Wife. As for the Bulinefs of the Child, let me 
alone with that. Goon with the Wedding as you've 
began, Heavens profper it, I fty. 

Sim. Very well ! — -~ Now ye may go in, and 
wait there till: I come, and get ready what's want- 
ing. {Exit Davus. 

Simo ahne? This Fellow wasn't very urgent 
Bpon me to belieVe his Stories ; and may be all he faid 
was n't true neither. Be it fo, or no, I care not a 
Straw : the main thing I (land upon is my SonV 
Promife. * ■■ ■ ■ Well, I'll go fee for my Neighbour 
Cbremes, and beg his Daughter ; then if I get her, 
■ I'll have a Wedding to Day in fpight of their Teeths. 
I don't queftion my Son's Promife at all. If he 
draws back I can fairly force him to't now.* ■ ■ ■ 

Enter Chremcs» 
Here comes the Man in as good time as a bodycou'J 
wifh.— — A good Day to ye Neighbour Cbremts. 

Cbr. O Sir, you're the Man I look'd for. 

Sim. And I you. 

Cbr. You're well met, Sir.— there are thofe wha 
told me they heard from your own Mouth, that this* 
Day your Son and my Daughter were to be marry'd. 
Now I am come to fee whether you ox tiswy *x<* 
*t)\ in their Whs. D 4 &*** 
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Sim. Have a little Patience, and you'll near 
Defires, and an Anfwer to your Queftion too. 

Cbr. Well Neighbour, let's hear it then. 

Sim. I beg ye for Heaven's fake, by your Fri< 
fliip, begun with our Childhood, and increas'di 
our Years : By your dear Daughter, and my < 
Son (whofe Welfare depends wholly upon you 
affift me in this weighty Point, and let the M 
ftill go on, as we formerly defign'd. 

Cbr. Pray, Sir, no fuch Entreaties : As thou 
cou'd n't grant it without all this begging. ] 
think I am not the fame Man as when I made 
firft offer ? If the Match be for their good, let ti 
be fent for out of hand. But if more harm i 
rood be like to come on't, I'd have ye conf 
Matters impartially, as tbo' me were yourDaugl 
and Pampbilus my Son. 

Sim. It is upon fuch Conditions that I dciir 
and prefs it fo forward. Nor ihou'd I have bc< 
urgent, had not the Matter Tequir'd it. 

Clr. As how, I befeech ye ? 

Sim. O Sir, my Son and hit Miflrefsare fallen 

Cbr. Meer Tales f 

Sim. Believe me Neighbour, it is true* 

Cbr. Yes Faith, juft as I tell ye, Love is a \ 
Catertcatoi, zvbere Scratching begets KiJJing. 

Sim. Say ye (o 9 Sir, pray then let us prevent 
worft now we have fair Opportunity, whilfl 
e-ge of his Appetite is taken off by Affronts an 
Ufage. Let us give him a Wife before thefe wh< 
ling Queans, by their Tricks and falfe Tears, fc 
his Love-fick Mind to pity. I hope, Sir, whei 
is once reclaim'd by the pleafant Convention 
virtuous Wife he will eafily wind himfelf 01 
thefe Mifchiefs. 

Cbr. You're of this Opinion, but I am not ; i 
will never endure to be together, and I fhail fa 
nneafy under it. 

Sim. But how can ye know it, till yon have 
feriene'd it. C 
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Cbr. Tis ill buying Experience at the Expense of 
my Daughter. 

Sim, Why, when the worfl comes to the worft,. 
if fuch a thing fhou'd happen (which Heavens for- 
bid) they can but part. But fhou'd he once take up 
and mend, confider how many Advantages. v, ill hap- 
pen. Firft, I ihall have my Sen well fettled, you 
an honed Son-in-Law^ and your Daughter a good 
Husband. 

Cbr. What's all this ado for? If you're fully per- 
fuaded that all will prove for the belt, GOD forbid 
1 fhou'd be your hindrance in thelcait. 

Sim. Indeed, Sir,. I have always had a high Eilcem- 
forye. 

Cbr. But to the Purpofe. 

Sim. Well, Sir. 

Cbr* How come ye. to know that your. Son an<£ 
his Miltrefs w*re fallen out ? 

Sim, Why Sir, Dams, a Privy CounfcJlor of 
theirs, told me fo, and withal urg'd mc to (Irike up* 
the Match with all fpeed. And d'ye think he wou a" 
ka' don't, had n't he known my Son was willing, 

too ? Now I think, on't, you fhall hear it from- 

his own Mouth. [to Servants within^ Soho !• • 

within there, bid Davus come hither. — 
Enter Dav us t<ktbem\ 

Bat fee here he comes himfcMv 

Dav. to Sim. I was jufl coming to you, Sir.. 

Sim. Well, what's the Matter i 

Dav. Why don't ye fend for the Bride, Sir? ir 
grows late. [Fazvningip 

Simi to Cbr ernes.) Look ye there now, do yc her 
him? — (to Davus.) Well, Davus, Servants arc 
flippery, and. I had a fancy once that you wcie as 
likely to ferve your Mailer a flipper.y Trick as ano- 
ther body.efpecially in theCafe of my ^. Son's Amours. 

Dav. Lord, Sir I I do fuch a Thing ! 

Sim. I was once of that Opinion ; and for fear of ; 
4c worfi, kept fomething to myfeif.w hick now v^ 
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D*v. And what may that be, I pray, Sir ? 
Sim. I'll tell ye, for I cou'd now find in mf 
Heart to truft thee. 
Dav. I hope you're fatisfy'd in my Fidelity at laft. 
Sim. In inort, there was nothing. of Marriage 
i'th' Cafe. 

Dav. How, Sir, no Marriage ? 
Sim. No, no, 'twas but a Contrivance to feet 
ycur Pulfe. 
Dav. Will ye tell me fo ? 
Sim. Ev*n juft fo, Davus. 
Dav. Why, look ye, Sir, I cou'd never comprehend 
rthis* Blefsme J there's a damn'd Reach \rCu\Jeering. 
Sim. But hear me now. ■ ■ ■ ■ No fooner had I 
icnt you in, whom ftiou'd I meet but my Neighbour 
here in the very Nick. 
b.iv. SMeath, is't come to thi?, then ? [*oftly+ 

Sim. I up and told him what you told me-. 

Div.ftftly.] Confufion ! What's this I hear ? 

Sim. 1 begg'd his Daughter, and with much 

ado prevaiPd.— — • 
Dav. Undone, Undone ! V**ftty+ 

Sim. partly bearing.] How ! What fay ye ? 
Dav. I faid, 'twas excellently well done. 
Sim. As for Mr. Cbremes, he's ready. 
Cbr. Well, I'll juft ftep Home, and put all thing* 
in order ; then I'll come back, and tell ye more 
cf my Mind. [Exit Qhiemc*. 

Davis looks Jimp ly upon Sim a. 
Sim* Now, prithee Davus, ieeing this is a Matck 
wholly of thy making—— 

Dav. 'Twas wholly of my making with a Poxto't 

[Jfidi* 

Sim. ' • I'd ha* ye take my Son in Hand, and 

ielp to reclaim him. 

Dav. Yes, Sir, I'll do my beft. [Coldly. 

Siw.That's eafily done now he's upo'thepeevifhPin* 
Dav. Well, Sir, fet your Heart at reft. 
}m* Do't then; but whcre'i he now ? 
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Dav. Ten to one he's at home. 

■Sim. Weil, I'll Hep in, and tell him juft what I 
told you. [Exit Simo. 

Divas' alone."} So ! Ifliall be hang'd. — — -IVe no 
more to do, but flrait to Prifon goes poor Davns 
with a Vengeance — there's no crying Peccavi i'th* 
Cafe. I've turn'd all Topfey-turvey, impos'd upon 
the old Man, noos'd his Son into Matrimony, ar.i 
brought a-Bufinefs about, that the one never dreamt 

of, and the other was afraid of. This 'tis to be 

fuper- fubtlc ! H.id I fat Mill, aud not been tampering, 
all had been well enough. 

Enter Pamphilirs at a diftance. 

But look now (is my evil Genius wo j'd ha't) yon- 
der he comes. — I'm a loft Man already. What 

wou'd I give for a convenient Precipice to dam my 
Brains out. 

Pam. to bimfelf\ Where's the Vihin that has un- 
done me? 

Dav. Heaven's ! What will become of mc ? \Afide. 

Pam. to bimfelfl\ I mull confefs I'm well enough 
fcrv'd, like a fcncelefs. fhort-fighted Fop as I wa.*,. 
What, venture my Life and Soul to the Secrecy cf 
a prating Fool I I fhall pay dear for being a Block- 
head; but as Hive that Dog flian't carry it off lb. 

Dav. If I 'icapc hanging this bout, III be fwoin 
the Gallows will never have me. \Afide» 

Pam. to bi?nfelf\ What Excuie /hall I pretend to 
my Father ? Shall! break off, when but jiift now I 
cngag'd myfelf to marry,— —With what Face ihall I 
dare to offer it ? — I'm at a wretched Nonplus. 

Dav. liftning ] And fo am I, in good Faith, tho r 
my Wits are on the Tenterhooks,- yet I muit pretend 
Fvethatinmy Head will fetch him offag.iin; thou gh 
'twere only to- put off this plaguy Buiinefs a little 
longer. [/IJide. 

Pam. feeing Davus.J Hah f Are ye there ? 

ZXw.S'death, he fees me. [Softly, banging bis Head- 

fam % Pray coj^Jythcr, gogdMrt^f^/ What 
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Excufe now ? Don't ye fee you Rafcal, what a 

miferable Condition your damn'cf Contrivances 
have brought me into. \Angrily* 

Dav. But Til foon bring ye off again. 

Pam. You bring roe off again ! 

Dav. Yes, Sir, without doubt* 

Pam. Without doubt, as ye did before [Scornfully* 

Dav. I hope, Sir, a little better too. 

Pam. How can I credit fuch a Villain ? Can yow 
fet a Matter entirely loft and defperate to rights a- 
gain ? - — Very fine ! what a rare Fellow have I 
rely'd upon, who this Day amidft a Calm has rais'd 
a Storm, and fore'd an odious Match upon me in. 
fpight of my Teeth? Did n't I tell you howr 

'twould be, you Rafcal I 

Dav. You did fo, Sir. 

Pam* What d' ye deferve for your Pains r" . 

Dav. A Halter, t muft confefs. — But, pray Sir,. 
reprieve me, 'till I've recovered my Senfes a little. 
Pll foon fee what's to be done i'th' Cafe. 

Pam. I'm forry I have not time to give you your 
Due.' I have fcarce enough to look, to myfelf, much 
left to punifh you. [ExeuntJmk^ 

ibt End of the Third M. 



Act nr 4 

Enter Charine by him/elf. 

1"\ID ever anv-body believe, or but read of ho^ 
1J pie fo horribly bafe* as to take Pleafure in the* 
Miferies of others, and out of their Ruins to make 
their own Fortunes ? ■ Ah ! is this true or no ? 
Yes, ves !. 'tis true with a Vengeance. There are a 
brutal fort of Men that make fome Scruple of a 
downright Refufal^ but when the time of Perfbr- 
1 ' ! * ■ mance 
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xnance comes, they pluck the Mask afide with trem- 
bling Hands, forc'd to diicover what they are, and 
give a flat Denial ; then being paft all fhame, they 
cry, Pray who are you, Sir ? What are you to mr, 
Sir f Shall Irefign my Miftrefs to you, Sir? Ob Sir, 
Tdbave ye know Charity always begins at home* If 
ye charge them with Breach of Honour.they are not 
aiham'd ; they can blufh when there is no reafon 
for it, but when there is, they (hake Hands with 

their Modefty. — What Meafures mail I take ? 

Shall I go to him and reafon the Cafe with him fo* 
this Affront ? — I'll give him ill Language enough.. 
Hold Sir (may fome fay) you will be never the bet- 
ter for it. —Oh, much : I fhall certainly plague 
him to fome Purpofe, and fo cafe my Mind a little: 
that way. 

Hi goes towards Simo'j Door, where he is met 

by Pamphilus and Davus. 

Pom. Ah dear Sir, I have moft inconfiderately 

ruin'd you- andmyfelf too, except Heaven help us.- 

Cba* How ! inconfiderately d' ye call it I then ye 

ate not to feek for an Excufe, You're a fine Man of 

your Word indeed. [Scornfully-. 

Pam. How (o, Sir ?! 

Cba. D'ye think to catch me a fecond time with. 
your Flams ? 
Pam. What d* ye mean, Sir ? 
I Cba. I no fooner told ye of my Paffion forMadam 
J Hi lumen a, but you were ftrangely fmitten with 
I Ur. — What a Wretch was 1+ to judge of another** 

Generofity by my own ! 
: Pam. You are ftill under a Miftake, Sir. 
I Cba. Were not your Joys compleat enough before 
I without bubbling me the poorCully, and drilling me 

I on with phantaftick Hopes. But there, take her 

I for me. * (Very angrily. 

Pam. I take her !' Ah Sir> you can't conceive 

; what Troubles Hie under, and to what a miserable 
; nfr this Rafcal of mine ha* brought me by V\% 
I tma'd ProjeOn Cb» 
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Cba. Where's the Wonder, fine* he took you for 
his Pattern. 

Pam. I'm Aire ye wou'd n't talk at this rate, if ye- 
knew either me or my Circumilancea. 

Cha. jeeringlyj] Yes, yes : I know very well fomc 
Words have paft between your Father and you, aad 
that's the Re.*fon he is fo very angry with ye; yet he 
cou'd n't force ye to marry to Day. 

Pam. Nay, Sir, to let you fee how little ye know 
my Trouble, there was no Wedding to be to Day, 
nor any thing of a Wife defign'd for me. 

Cba. Yes, Sir, I know 'twas a voluntary Compul- 
sion. ■ 

Pam. But hold Sir, ye don't know the Bufinefs yet. 

Cba. Yes, fo mucn on't, that you're juft upon, 
having her. 

Pam. Why d* ye rack me thus ? Da but hear*- He 
never gave over tampering with me to tell myFather 
I'd marry her : Nay, he lay prefling and begging o' 
me, till in plain- dealing I cou'd hold out no longer. - 

Cba. What He d' ye mean ? 

Pam. Why Davus, that ife 

Cba. Who Dams ! 

Pam. 'Tis Davus all over. 

Cbsi How fo ? 

Pam. Indeed I can't tell, unlefs the angry Godi»> 
\o punifh me, made me give ear to that Kafcal. 

Cba. to Dav.~\ Is this true, Sirrah ; 

Dav. Ay, too true. 

Cba. What fay ye, Villian, hah ! The Gal*. 

lows reward ye for't. Now anfwer rae * if all 

the Devils in Hell wereraufter'd together, to force a 
Match upon him, what Advice could they have gi- 
ven more proper to their Defign than this ? 

Dav. I confefs, Sir, I have been a little outwitted* 
but yet I don't tlefpair. ; 

Cba. Very likely. FJe'riagfy* 

Dav. The laft Nail wou'd not go, but we'll drive 

one thatfltall,unlefsjw fancy a bad Bcgimang always- 

makes a bad End. Pm> 
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Pam. to D<»e>.] Right, Boy ; I know if you'll but 
(ct your Wits to work, you'll bring me two Wed- 
dings out of one. [Jeeringly* 
Daf Sir, I'm bound, as your Servant, to trudge for 
ye Night and Day, with Might and Main, even to 
venture my Neck, as long as I can do you any good : 
For what happens crofs you ought to pardon. Tho* 
my Meafures were broke, yet I did my belt; if you 
can find how to do better, 111 be gone 

Pam. With all my Heart, — but iirft put mc in 
the Conditions you found me. 
Dav. I'll do't, Sir. 
Pam. But out of hand, then. 

Dav. Hold, S't Glyceric'* Door opens there* 

Pam. What's that to the Purpofc ? 
Dav* There muft I make my Plot. 
Pam. What, is your Plot to feck ? Hah ! 
Dav. But now, adad, I've hit on't. 

- Enter My fisfr -otn Glyceric'/ Houfe. 
Myf. to Glyceric within.) Well, this fame Paw.- 
fbilus of yours, I'll go hunt him up, and bring him 
along with me, if he be above Ground : — But, my 
Dear, don't you lie fretting yourfclf in the mean 
time. [She comes from the Door. 

Pam. Oh, Myfis I 

Myf. What's the Matter ?— [turning about) O Mr, 
fampbilusy you're well met. 
Pam. Why, what's theMat» ? 
Myf. I am t» charge you from my Miftrefs, that 
if you have any Love for her, you'd come to her 
prefently ; fhe fiys, me longs ftrangely to fee ye. 

Pam. Alas, unhappy Man !— — My Misfortune* 
eome one upon the Neck of another — [to Davus. 
Muft we two now be plagu r d upon your Account ? 
Tm fent for only becaufe (he heard of the Wedding. 
Gki.pointing to'Dzv.) Had n't this Gentleman been 
tampering, how well and quiet might all have been ? 
Dav. Very well ! he is n't mad enough hirafelf, 
bot you muft nuke him worfc. [Afidt U GYro'vett* 
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• My/, to Paraph] And truly, Sir, that's it which 
makes my poor Miftrefs take on fo. 

Pam. My/! I fwear to thee, by all that's Sacred, 
I'll never leave thisCreature,tho**I fhou'dloofeallthe 
Friends I nave in the whole WorJd for't 3 'Tis (he I 
wifh'd for, and ray wifhesare granted; our Humours 
are well enough fuited. He that offers to divide 
us, 111 have nothing to do with him : Death, and 
nothing but Death mall do't. — — 

My/. I'm r.eviv'd again. 

P<M«r.ThcOracle never pronoune'd a greater.Truth* 
If the breaking off this Match cou'd be done by any- 
body elfe but me I fhou'd be glad on't ; but if that 
can't be, 111 e'en make a bold pufti on't, and own the 
thine.— —What think ye of me r [/<? Cha.. 

Cha. Juft as deep in the Dirt as I am. in the Mire. 

Dav. My Brains are at Work. 

Cha. to bav.\ Thou'rt a bold Trojan. 

Pam. to Dav.] I know what ye'd be zK.^Jeeringly. 

Dav. Depend on me, I'll do your Bulinefs to yourr 
hand. Pam, It mud be prefently then. 

Dav. I have it in my Head, Sir> I have it. 

Cha. What's that, I prithee ? 
* Dav. Your Pardon, Sir, I'm working for my Mtr 
fter, not for you ; therefore doii't miftake me. 

Cha. Well, I'm fatisfy'd.. 

Pam. Well, what will ye do now ? 

Dav. Come, cdlhe, I want time for my Bufinels, 
and muft not fpend it in prating : To deal plainly 
with ye. You do but hinder me, I'd rather havt 
your Room tha* your Company. [Pvjhing them. 

Pam. Well, I'll to mv. Miftrefs. [Exit Pamphilus. 

Dav. /taring on Charine.] Well, what's your Bufi- 
nefs here ? Which way are youfauntring? 

Cha. Shall I tell ye the very Truth ? 

Dav. interrupting £iw.]. Yes, yes; why not ?-— 
we mail have a. Speech on't. 

Cha. Prithee, what fhall poor I do? 

Dap. Very plcafant i faith ! Are not ye content • 

that: 
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that I have put off the Wedding, and rcpriev'd y© 
for one fhort Day ? 

Cba. But yet, Davus. [Shaking bis Head. 

Day. interrupting] What but yet? 

Cba. That I may but marry her. 

Dav. A pleafant Freak ? 

Cba Order the Matter fo, tha you may come to 
my Houfe there, if pofhble. {Pointing to bis Hou/e. 

Dav. What fhou'a I come for ? Iv'e no Bufinefs. 

Cba* But if fbmething ftiou'd happen. ■ 

Dav. interrupting] Well, well, 111 come. 

Cba. If there be any Occafion, I mall beat home. 

[Exit Charine. 

Dav. Myjis. I muft go out a little ; do but you; 
lay till I come back. 

My/. For what ? 

Dav. For a certain Reafon that I know. 

My/. Prithee be quick then. 

Dav. I'll be here in a trice. [Exit Davu». 

Myfis alone."] Is there nothing in this World that 
a Man can call his own ? — Bleffed Heaven I I 
took this Mr. Pamphilus to be the very Heart and 
Soul of my Miilreis, a Friend, a Lover, and in effect 
aHusband,and all in one, and ready to ferve her up- 
on allOccafionsj andyet, after all, what Miferies doer 
this unfortunate Woman endure for his fake ? And 
kow much greater is her pre fent Trouble than all her 
former Satisfa&ion ! [Enter Davus with Glyceric'* 
Child in bis Arms.) O here comes Davus again*— 
Prithee good Boy, what have we here? [di/covers 
the Cbi/d.J When? d' ye carry that Child r 

Dav. Now, Myps, for one Caft of thy Skill and 
Cunning at a Pinch. 

My/. What Plot's next, Davus f 

Dav. Here, take the Child quickly, and lay it at 
our Door. 

My/. Prithee what, on the cold Ground ? . , 

Dav. Can't ye take fome of thefe -Herbs there, 
Wd lay under it I 
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My/. Well, and why can't you do't yourfelf T 

Dav. Why, ifmyMafterputmeto fwear whethct 
I laid there or no, I may do't with a fafe Confcience. 

My/ I undcrftand ye : — But pray how came thfl 
fudden Qgalm upon you ?— Give it me then. 
She takes the Child end moves towards SimoV Door* 

Dav, Prithee go failer,and be back again in a mo* 
ment, that I may give ye your Leflbn. 

Chremes appears at a great dijlance. 
But, Oh the Devil ! 

My(.Jfarting back.'] What's the Matter now ? 

Dav. Yonder's the Bride's Father, and I muttVen 
go another Way to work now* [Afide% 

My/ I can't imagine what you'd have. 

Dav. I'll make as if I came from that Way ther« 
o'th' Right-hand.— -Be fure put in a Word or .two 
upon Occa&on, to make our Stories hang together. 

My/ O' my Coafcience I know your Defigns no 
more than a Poft. -—If X can do you any Service 
(which you know better than I) Til fby where J 
am, without putting any Stop to your Bufinefs. 

As Chremes comes towards Myfis, Davus fneah ft 

the other fids, 

Chr. to him/el/] Every thing's ready now for my 
Daughter's Wedding, and we've nothing to do mow 

but to invite the Guefta. Seeing the Chi/a 

at the Door.] But what have we here in the Name ol 
Goodnefs ? -— — Goes nearer and uncovers the Cbilfi 
Face.] A Child upo' my Life.— -Hark ye Goffip ! 
Did you lay this Child here \ \lo Myfis 

Myf. looking fearfully about.] Hah ! What's be- 
come of him ? 

Chr. What are ye Tongue ty'd ? 

My/ Alas ! he's not to be feen.— O dear Heart 
the Fellow has left me and is vanifh'd. 
Davus appears feemingly out of Breath, -pretending 

he/ees not Ch remes, and bawls as loud as he eon. 

Dav. Blefs me ! what a Buftle's yonder i'th' Mar 
ket ! --There's a Squabble indeed ■*- thcnCorn is con 

fcundcdlj 
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foundedly dear. — Troth, I ha' nothing elfe to fay, 

{Softly. 

Myf to Davits] Prithee, what muft I be kit a- 
lone for thus ? 

Da v. looking upon the Child.] Heyday ! what Farce 
where.?-— {turning to My fis] Oh, ho! whcncecame 
this Bantling ? Pray, who brought it hither ? 

{He winks on her. 

Myf. not under/landing] What's the Fellow a Fool 
to ask me fuch a QjJtftion ? 

Dav. Who fliould I ask ? there's no-body elfe her# 
to ask. 

Chr % I wonder whence it mould come ? 

Dav. Come, will ye give mean Anfwer, or nqi 

{Angrily, 

Myf. BJefs, me, Sirs \ 

Dtv.foftly to her.] To the Right-hand a little. 

Myf. The Man. is raop'd, wan't it yourfclf ? — * 

Thv.foftly.] If ye offer to fpeak one Word from 
(he Point, at your Peril be it. {Holding up his Finger, 

Myf D'ye threaten me r 

Thx* aloud.] Whence came this Child I **-***• 
[foftly] fpeak out, Wench. 

Myf From our Houfe. 

Dav. aloud.] Ela, ha, ha, — — — 'tis no Wondejr 
if a Strumpet be fo impudent. 

Cbr. I'm miftaken if this ben't the Andrian'* 
Maid. {Afiie* 

Dav. Can ye find no-body elfe to make fport with? 

Cbr. I came in the very critical Minute. {Afide. 

Dav. You'd beft make haile, and be packing with 

the Child from the Door {Asjhe is about it, h$ 

{peaks foftly.] But (lay tho' ; fee that ye don't budg# 
from this Place. {Holding up his Finger. 

Myf Shame take ye for me, ye do fo fright me. 

Dav. aloud.] Is't you I fpeak to, or no ? 

Myf Why, what would the Man have ? 

Dav. Have, with a Pox ! Come, tell me whofe 
Child you've laid there ; once for all, tell me. 

Myf You don't know, I warrant ye. D*k 
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Dav. A Fig for what I know: Do you tell me 
What I ask. 

Myf. 'Tis Yours among ye. 

Dav. aloud.] Which of ours ? All of us didn't get it. 

Myf. Why, 'tis Mr. PampbilmH r 

Dav. Zookers ! what my Mailer Pampbilus* ? 

[Very angrily. 
Cbr. I was always i*th' right to be againft thii 
Match. [Afide. 

Dav. very loud.] This is a Roguery defcrves the 
La/h. 
Myf Why d' ye haw! fo ? 
Dav. Why did n't I fee this very Child brought 
to your Houfe lail Night ? 
Myf. O thou brazen Face I 
Dav. I'm fure I faw Gam mar Ccntbara as big at 
fhe cou'd tumble with fomething (he carry'd. 

Myf Well, 'twas a Bleffing that many creditable 
Women were at my Miftrefs's Labour. 

T>av. I'm fure me did not know her Man for 
whom me defign'd this Trick. 1 warrant, faid they,. 
when Chf ernes fees tbe Child \ he % ll not part witb bit 
Daughter. But i'faith he'll do't the fooner for thaU 
Cbr. V faith but he won't tho*. [Afide. 

Dav. Now therefore in plain EngliCb, if ye don't 
take away the Ballard, I'll kick it into the middle of 
theStreet, and take ye and fet your A— in theKenneL 
Myf. You're either Drunk or Mad fure. 
Dav. How one Piece of Roguery brings out ano- 
ther ! Now they begin to buz it about, that this- 
Gly eerie is a Citizen of Athens .— 
Cbr. How ! [Afide. 

Dav. So that the Law wiH make him marry 

her in fpight of his Teeth. 

Myf. UnderFavour, fweet Sir, Is (he not a Citiien ? 

Cbr. I had lik'd to have fool'd fair, why I had al- 

moft noos'd myfelf. [4JM*» 

Dav. Whofe Tongue's is that ? {turning -about ti 

Chremes) O Sir, you're conie"-in the luckieft. time 

Out can bc~ Pray Sir, hear xuev-^ Cbr* 
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Cbr. I've heard all. Dav. How all f 

Cbr. Why, all from the beginning. 

Da. You've heard then? Fine Rogueries on 

bot ! Now fiiou dn't this fame Jade be carted ? — . 

r# Myfis) Don't think that poor Davus is the Man 

fouplay upon. Here's the Gentleman himfelf. 

[pointing to Chremes. 
Myf Ah dear ! Indeed Sir, an't pleafe your Wor- 
(hip, I han't fpoke one Word of a Lye. 

Cbr. I know the whole Bufinefs. ■ ■ But it my 
Neighbour Si mo within ? 
Dav. I think fo, Sir. [Exit Chremes. 

Davus goes to play with Myfis. 
Myf Hands off, Varlet ! If I don't do your Er- 
rand to my Miftrefs ne'er truft me. 

Dav. Oh thou filly Soul, thou doftn't know how 
the Cafe Hands. My/. How mould I ? 

Dav. Why this is the Bride's Father, and without 
all this, he cou'd n't ha' knawn that we'd have him. 
Myf. Cou'dn't ye give me the Item before ? 
'Dav. Plhaw ! as if there were no difference be- 
'tween what Nature does briskly on a fudden, and 
what's done by dull Direction. 

Enter at a dift*mce Crito in a Country Habit. 
Crit. to bimfelf] Why, I was told that our Cbryfis 
fiy'd fome where down this Lane. And me found 
there were more to be got by Jstdery in the Town, 
than Honefty in the Country. But now as file** 
dead, Vm Heir at Law to her Goods. Where wall 
Iask about her ? — O there are Folks.—- {goes up t* 
them.) By your Leave I pray. 

Myf. Goodnow who's that } Is h't it old Crit*, 
Mrs. Cbryfis' s Kinfman ?— Jhe very fame. 
Crit. O Myfis ! I'm glad to fee thee. 
Myf. And I you, good Crito. 
j Crit. And is it fo with poor Cbryfis, Hah ?— — 

[Sorrowfully. 
M}f Yes indeed s flic his left us, to our Sorrows 

Crit 
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Dav. to them within."] — *Tis my Will and plea- 
sure that no Grief come within thefe Walls to day. 
Chr. Look ye, yonder's your Man Davus. 
Sim. Whence comes the Rogue ? [In a fret. 
.Dav. to them within] Let her rely upon my Wor- 
fhip and this honeft Stranger. .— r- 
h'im.Lijining.] What's there now a brewing? [afidt 
Dav. coming from the Door.] Well, for the Main 
the nick -of Time, and theEncounter, take 'em all to- 
gether, never was any thine fo pat to our Purpofe. 

-Sim. partly overhearing] Ah damn'd Rogue J 

who does he commend fo ? [Afida. 

Dav. to him/elf] Now Devil do thy worft, we 

are as fafe as a Theif in a Mill. 

Sim. Why don't I fpeak to him ? [AfUe., 

Divas perceiving Simo.] 'S death ! here's my old 

Matter, what had I bell to do ; [Softly. 

Sim. to Dav.] Oh, how is't with your Worfhjp r 

[Scornftdly. 
Dav. O my good Matters Simo and Cbremes both ! 
why all things are ready within. £ very briskly. 

Sim. You have taken a world of Pains I don't, 
doubt. I7#ringly. 

Dav. Now, Sir, fend for the Bride as foon aj 
you pleafe. \Leeringly. 

Sim. Very well ? — — there's nothing but that 
wanting. But, good Sir, let me a$k ye one 

Queftion, — -WhatBufme r s had you at that Houijfe, . 
Sirrah ? [pointing to Glyceric 1 / Haufa^ > 

Dav. Who, I Sir? 
Sim. Ay you, Sir. 

Dav. Mean ye me, Sir? :- j 

Sim. Yes, you Sir, if ye muft be told fo often. > h 
Dav. Why Sir, 'twas not three minutes fincc % j 

went in. i'i 

Sim. Sirrah, do I ask ye how long fince ^[Angrily* 

Dav. With ray Mafter Pampbilus. 

Sim. baftily.] And is he there then ? — O my 

Torture ! — - Ye Hang-dog, didn't ye tell me the/ 

were broken all to pieces ? . D*r. 



tte Fair A k d r i a n. 43 

Dav. So they are, Sir. 

$//». What fhould he do there then ? [Haftily. 

Cht. What d'ye think Sir ? — Only t'other Brufli 
of Quarrelling. \Jwingh. 

■ u&v. Ah, Mr. Cbremes, there's more 'th'Windj 
Ml tell ye perhaps one of the foulelt Stories you ever 
met withal. — (pointing to Glycerie'/ Houfe.) Here's 
a certain old Man juft come to Town, whence the 
Lord knows, a ihrewd wary Fellow Til warrant 
him ; if ye did but fee him, you'd fay he's no ordi- 
ttry Perfanajje, for he looks as grave as an Alder- 
■an, and talks like a Judge. 

Sim . What News from him pray ? [Haftily. 

Dav. Nay, tione to fpeak of —Only I remember 
k was a faying* 

Sim. Well, but what was he laying} 

D*r.— That he certainly knows Gly eerie to be 
iCititen of Athens. 
. Sim. Soho ! Drome, Dromo / [In a Fun. 

Dav. What's to do now > \Aftdl. 

Sim. Drom I fay ! [Louder. 

Dav. But hear me, Sir. [In a f right. 

Sim. Dog ! fpeak but another word ——why 
dromo f Dromo f [Louder yet. 

Dav. upon his Knees.] I befeech ye, Sir, hear me* 
Enter Dromo. 

Dro. to Simo.] Your Pleafure, Sir. 

Um. Take this Rafcal in, and trufs him up im- 

dbtely. 

Dtw. What do ye mean, Sir ? 

Um. Davus here. 

lav. Why, good Sir, why ? 
rfte. *Tis my Pleafure— (to Dromo) take him* 
lfc >Ifav. 

w. Why, what have I done, Sir ? 

to*. Away with him. [to Dromo. 

Dmv. If you catch me in a Lie^ Cut my Throat. 

Km. flopping his Ears.} Pll not hear a wori — — 

'put your Roguelhip out of humour. 

Dm Notwlthihndjag it be true r E Sim* 
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Sinr. Notwithstanding do yon (to Dromo) 

take him and fetter him : And d' ye hear, let him be 
ty'd Neck and Heels like a Beaft as he is. — Away. 

Exit Dromo, leading in Davu* 
As I'm a living Soul, Sirrah, I'll make ye to know 
this Day what 'tis for a Servant to put Tricks upon 
his Mailer, and for a Son to make Sport with his 
Father. (Walking about in a great Paffiot^ 

Chr. Forlleaven's fake, Sir, moderate yourPaman, 

Sim* Ah, Sir ! when it comes to theDuty of a Spfiy, 
that's a tender Point : Don't ye pity me ? — that. 
I fhou'd take fo much Pains for fuch an ungracious- 
Wretch ! (Weeps, looking towards G\y ccrit* s Houje fa 
Soho ! Pamphilus.— out of your fulfom Ncft. — — 
Ha' ye no Grace left ? 

Enter Pamphilus. 

Pan?, Who calls there ?■ (feeing Simo) Ohj* 

^tis my Father. I'm Planet ftruck. » r • , ; t 

Sim. What fay* ft thou, the moid ungraciobs— ^ 

[Per] angrily . 

Chr. O fie Sir, leave this ill Language, and argue 
the Cafe calmly. 

Sim As though the worR Language-wasn't good *\ 
enough, for him. > »(to Pamphilus) Andd* ye fay 
now that Glyerie is a Citizen ? 

Pam. 'Tis ib reported, Sir. 

Sim. . Reported, Jackanapes ! — — O prodigiour . 
Impudence! was ever fuch an unthinking Coxcomb ? t . ] 
Docs he repent of any thing he has done ? Nay, has 
he the Grace fo much as to blufh at it ? — - Is he fo 
little Matter of himfelf, as to fet his He rt upon fuch 
an infamous Woman, without regard either to the ■ f 
Cuftoms or Laws of his Country, or to the Will and .j 
Pleafurc of his Father ? Pam. Oh me ! (fighing. , 

Sim. O Pamphilus ! are ye at laft convinced ? — 4 
then, then indeed you fhould ha' thought o* this, 
when firlt you took your fwig in all that's bafc, then 
you fliouldha* cry'd, O me ! — (Walks about in a . i 
&&f.) Bat whit X do mean \ why ihcj\>!d>\ ^\%%jk 4 
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i torment myfelf? Or, why caik myfelf in my 
Id-agc, for a road hot headed Fool ? Shall he play 
e Puppy, and muft I fuffer for't ?— e'en let him 
ive her, make his bell of her, and kennel together. 

Pam. Dear Father! [in a f oft Tone. 

Sim. interrupting.] Why dear Father i As tho* you 

K>d in need of fuch a Father. You've got your 

oufe, your Wife and Children, and the dear Fa- 

er ne'er the wifer; you've brought your Cheat 

prove her a Citizen. — — You've got the Day, 

tich good may'c d'ye. 

Pam. Pray hear me one Word, Sir. 

£/47.What can you iay for yourfclf ? [turning away. 

Cbr. Good Sir, give him the He i ring. 

Sim. I hear him ! what fhou'd I hear him for, 

x. Cbr ernes ? 

Cbr. But you may let him fpeak, tho\ 

Sim. Let him (peak then, who hinders him ? 

Pam. in a/oft Tone.] Sir, I confefs I lov'd, and if 

love be a Sin, I confefs that too.— But now, dear 

r, Tm at your Difpofal ; and fubmit to whatfocver 

»u fhall think fit, or command. Wou'd ye ha' me 

arry one Woman, and part with another? I muft 

ar either as well as I can. Only thus much let 

2 beg o£yc, that you wou'dn't believe that I fub- 

n'd this old Man ; let me but clear myfelf of that, 

d bring him Face to Face. S/zar. Bring him ! 

Pam. Pray, Sir, let me. 

Cbr. 'Tis nothing but Reafon, pray let him. 

Pam. Sir, I befeech ye don't deny me. 

Sim. Well, let it be fo, then. Exit Pamph. 

>u fee, Sir, I'm content with any thinj*' as long 

I beu't grofly impos'd upon. 

Cbr, A fmall Puniihrrient ferves for a great Fault, 

tween Father and Son. 

Re-enter Pamphilus with Crito. 
Crlentring.] —Well, without any more Words, 
>w, for three Rckfons zrc as good as three TYvou- 
id. FUdo't cither for your own, or TrutVa fake, 
E z 01 
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or Tor poot Glycerins fake, that I've a Kindlwfs f<5r. 

Cbr. Is that old Crito of Androsf* ■ ■ the very 
fame — Troth, Cr/7*, I'm glad to fee thee; what 
Wind blew thee to Athens ? 
. Crit. A chance one. Is this Mr. Simo ? 

Cbr. Yes. 

Sim. D'ye ask forme ? — Hark ye, Friend, Ha'you 
the Face to fay Glycerie is a Citizen of Athens ? 

Crit. And ha' you the Face to deny it ? [Pertly, 

Sim. You've your Lefibn without-Book I perceive. 

Crit. Why that, pray ? [Surlily. 

Sim* Wou'd ye know ? — Don't ye deferve to be 
laid by the Heels for this ? Are ye come here to tra- 
pan and inveigle raw young Gentlemen, and to feed 
their Fancies with fine Flams and gay Promifes } 

Crit. interrupting] What's fheMan mad ? [Surlily. 

Sim. Then yemakeMatches'twixt them and their 
Whores together. [Ctitojlares and wonders at him, 

Pam. Alas ! how do I tremble for fear the old 
Man fhouMn't ftand his Ground ! [Afide, 

Cbr. to Simo."] If ye knew this Man as well as I, 
youM be of another Mind. Why, he's as honeft A 
Man as e'er broke Bread. 

Sim. The Devil's Broker, he Tioneft ! — to come 
juft i'tH* nick on the Wedding- day, to fct up for an 
Evidence, and was never before here in his whole 
Life ! Well, muft his Teftimony carry it ? 

Pam. If I weren't afraid of my Father, I've that 
at my Tongue's end wou'd help him out at a dead 
Lift. lAfide. 

Sim. A Knight o' the Poft. 

Crit. What does he call me? [walks about in a buff. 

Cbr, Tisjusway, you d better let him alone. 

Crit. Lethim look to't. If he pretends to talk, 
whate'er he has a mind to, 111 make him hear fome- 
thing that he has no mind to. (to Simo.) Pifh ! Do I 
hinder or care a Fart for your Wedding ? what, can't 
ye bear your Misfortunes like a Man ?— — Whether 
I /poke true or &Ke you'll know immediately, {turn- 
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htgt* Chremes) Once upon a Time, dye ice r there 
was a certain * Athenian Merchant call awny at An- 
efrot, and that little Girl with him ; this Man being 
in Want, hapned to apply himfelftoC£r^/s Father- 
Sim, interrupting } Now he begins a line Talc. 
■'• Cbr. Pny let him go on. 

Crit. Why docs he put me out ? [Axgrity. 

Cbr, On with your Story. 

Crit. Well ; New this £une Cbr\/fS$ F.;ther {dye 
mind ?) was my Kinfimn. And there did I hear the 
Man himfelfiay, that he was a Merchant of Athens. 
In fhort, there he dy'd. Cbr. His Name ? 

■"■ Crit His Name 1 ■ ■ Let me fee : Oh, his Name 
Was Pbania. 

Cbr. Blcfs me I I'm in a cold Sweat.. \diide. 

" Cr/r.Why, truly, Sir, I think they call him Pbania. 
However, this I'm fare of, he faid he was a Rbam- 
nafian. Cbr. O Heavens f 

1 Crit. And a world of People in Andros heard 

is mochas I. 

fc Chr. <ifideJ\ Wou'd it were no worfc than I wffh 

for. But prithee, Crito,tc)\ me 4 what faid he 

about this Girl ? Did he fay flie was. his own ? 

Crir. No, Sir. 

Cbr. Whofe then, pray ? 

Crit. His Brother**, I think. 
v ' Cbr. -O'my Soul fhe's mine then. 
- Crit. What d'ye fay, Sir ? 
■ S/m. How's this ? What fay ye ? [Hifi'fy- 

Patn. Courage, Pampbilxs, Courage. , [Afide. 
i. '$i'm» What makes ye believe it fo readily ? 

Cbr. Why, this Pvamawzs my Brother. 

Sim. I know't ; I was well acquainted with him . 

Cbr. fth' Time o'th* late Wars he fled for't,an.d 
foltow'd me into Afia, hut was afraid to leave my 
Daughter behind him. Now, Sir, this is the firii 
News I've heard? of him ever fince. 

jP<wr.Methinks I'm in another WorAd \ my V!ftn.&* 
$&tra&cd 'twixt Fear and Hore, Joy and W crcvi*^ * 
it fuch sl fudden Bktiing. [Afidt. U^ * S : r* 
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Sim. I'm glad upon fevcral Accounts (he's found 
t o be your Daughter. 

Pam. But I believe, Sir, 'tis true. 
. Cbr. But hark ye, Crito, there's one Scruple yet 
that makes me uneafy. 

Pam. Wou'd you and your Scruples were hang'd. 

his is hunting for a Knot in a Bulrufh. [AJtde. 

Crit. What's that, Sir? 

Cbr. The Name won't do. 

Crit. Truly fhe had another Name when fhe wa* 
a little one. 

Cbr. Prithee what is't, don't ye remember ? 

Crit. I'm hammering at it. [Heftudies vpon it* 

Pzm*afide.'\ Shall I fuffer this fhallowBrain to ftop 
the current of my Joys, when I can cure all with a 
Word fpeaking ? No, I'll not fuffer't ? D'ye hear, 
Mr. Cbremes p Pajfibula's is the Name you want. 

Cnt- I * ~ *u ) Ay, that's that's it. 

Cbr. I t0 8 ether I The very fame. 

Pam. I had it from her Mouth a thoufand times. 

Sim. Truly this is good News for all o'us, and I 
h ope you think fo too. [to Chremcs. 

Cbr. As I hope to be fav'd. 'tis true. 

Pam. to sitJio."] And what's to be done next, Sir ? 

Sim. Why, now we arc all Friends again. 

Pam. The beft of Fathers ! I fuppofe Mr. 

~Cbremes will allow us to be in ftatu quo. 

Cbr. And all the reafon i'th' World, unlefs your 
'Father's againil all. 

■ff* I together I Fta fore heW. 
$m. I 6 'I agree to t. 

Cbr. Mr. Pampbilus, you mall have two thoufand 
'Pounds with her. \ 

JPatn. I'm fatisf) 'd, Sir. 

Cbr. Well, I'll to my poor Girl in an Inltant.Come 

Crito, go along with me, for I doubt whether ihe 

*Inows me or no. [Exeunt Crito and Chremcs. 

i//#. And hadn't we better fend for her now ? 

Pfim. I think 'twere better, and that lhaU be Da* 
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Sim. But that can't be. 

Pam. Why fo, Sir ? 

Sim. Becaufe he's a little engag'd. 

Pam As how, Sir ? 

Sim. Why, he's bound Neck and Heels. 

Pam. Ah Sir, 'twas n't well done- 

Sim. I'm fure lorder'd it to be well done.[M?/r/7y. 

Pam. Pray, Sir, let it be undone then. 

Sim. Well let it be dene then. 

Pam. But immediately, Sir, if you plea fe. 

Sim. I'll in, and about it. 

Pam.A blefTed and happy day's work ! [ExitSimo* 

Enter Charinc at a diftance. 
Cha. to bimfelf^ Well, I'll go fee how fquares go 
with Mr. Pampbi/us-Oh , y ond e r he is. [Obfervcs him. 

Pam. Some may be apt to think my Heart is far 
From what my Lips do utter, but even Now 
Now 'tis, I'm confeious what I Uy irmoJt true) ■ 
That Gods themfelves wou'd not immortal be, 
Were not their Joys like them immortal too. _— 
And now methinks I'm all encircl'd round 
With Heavenly BHfs, if no left-handed God 
Come in between, and dafh my Sweets with Sowre, 
Oh ! for a Friend, to whom I might relate 
This blefled Change, to make't the more compleat. 
Cba. What's the meaning of thefe Raptures ? 

Enter Davus at a diftance. 
Pam. Oh, yonder's Davus, the Man o'th* whole 
Earth I cou'a have wifh'd for ; for I'm fure there is 
not a Soul can more heartily relifli my Enjoyments. 
Dav. A> bimfeff.] Where fhou'd a Man light of this 
Pampbilus now ? Pam. O Davus 1 

Dav. not feeing bim.] Who art thou for a Man ? 
Pam. 'Tis I old Rock. 
Dav. turning about.] What you, Sir ? 
Pam. Ay : ye don't know what good Fortune I 
have met withal. 

Dav. No faith; but I know to my forrow, what 
Fortune I've met withal. [Shrugging his Sfewfderw 
£ 4 f am* 
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Pam. Ah Boy, that I know too. 

Dav. Juft as the Wo rU goes: Bad News always 
flies fatter than good. J -« 

' Pam.. My Dparefchas found out her Patents. * . 

Dav. Before George 'tis brave. [Merrily. 

Cha. liflning] Blefs xue ! \Jfidt. 

Pam. And her Father is one of our great Cronies. 

Day. Vfrho\ that pray ? *> 

fam. No lefs than Mr. Cbr ernes. 

Dav. Spoken like a Cherubim ? 

Pam.l\t now nothing to do but t& marry be*,and- 

Cha. The Man dreams of what ho had a 'mind to 
waking. \4fide. 

Pam. Then for the Child, Davus. 

Dav. No more of him* Fll warrant ye he'll come 
to be an Her* at laft. . ' 

Clfcu £***£ /» r£ror ] I'm made a Man, if all this 
be tree, — — 111 e'en fpeak with 'em. L4/*** 

Pam. Who goes there ? — O dear Chariwt 
you -re cQme i'th' luckieft time that could be. 

Cha . Tm very well pleas'd * 

Pam. How T ha* ye heard the News then ? 

Cha. Every Syllable. — Well I hope you won't 
forget yquf old Friend on .your Wedding-day. Mr. 
Cbr ernes is now your own, if you'll but lay the word 
I'm fure he'll do't. 

Pam. I'll warrant ye 1*11 not forget ye. ~'Twou'd 
be too long to wait Mr. Chr ernes* s coming, let's e'en 
go to my Miftrefs, where we fhall be lure to fiud 
him. — But do you Davits go home,andfehd Com- 
pany to remove her to onr's. - . What makes. ye 
Hand like a Poft ? Why don't ye remove. ? 

Dav. I'm going, Sir. 

[Exeunt Pamphilus and Chaiine. 
[Davus turns to the Spectators* 

Gallants, you muft not expect their return, for t be 
Match and every thing elfe will be made up within 
ioors. '—-- One Clap, good Gentlemen. 
J7v Ifrd of the Fair Andrian. 

1W 
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^ becloring clownijb Officer, a? ret ender H 
Thxafo,. J Thais, one that believes himj elf a great 
J Wit, and aMan of Courage, when at the 
fame time he y s botbGowardandCoxcomb. 
k TveParafite, a Hanger-on of the Captain's,. 
, a crafty, fly, infirm iting t wbeedling buf 
^n f i J f oomu g fellow, always extolling the 
tjJHuno, </ Q aftain > 5 Wit and y a i ouri an i by aJ$: 

ingenious equivocating fort of Flattery* 

abufing the Captain to bis very Face. 

( Servant to Phedric, and his Counfellor, a 

Parmeao, < bold, cunning, intriguing FeJlnv, and, 

I a downright Woman-hater-* 

Dorus, The Eunuch. 

Sanga, Servant to Thrafo. 

WOMEN. 

iA Noble Courtefan, kept by Phedrie, « 

Thais,. < good natur % d Creature of a flattering,. 

I infinuating, winning Difpofttion. 

i> *uu 5 Her Maid, verybufy and faithful, a moth 
rytnia, ^ (al £nmy f$ p arnieno . . 

ftoria, Another Servant to Thajs. 
Sophrona, A Nurfe- 

MUTES. 
Simalio, Dorax, Syrifcus, Servants to the Captain* 
Scene, ATHENS. 
The TIME, about fix or fevcuHton.. 
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EUNUCH. 



Act I. 

e b n e, /£*- &/w/ i^rr Sirno*/ Z^r. 
Time, the Foremen, 



Phcdrie attended by Parmeno* 

| Hat's to be done now ? (han't If 
go to her ? — what, not now,, 
when fhe fends for me fo kind- 
ly } — Or fhall I refolve.never- 
to putup the Affronts of a jilting Miflrefs ? —She Ihutt 
me out now {he invites me in— Go, with a Pox !*' 
No, that I won't, tho' fhe begg'dit ©n. her Knees,. 
♦ (Angrily.. 

Par. Troth, Sir> if you cou'd hold our/at this rate,, 
'twould be the beft and bravefl thing you ever did y. 
but if you begin upo' th' Huff, and your Hcwtxvots. 

Strati 




54 7#* Eunuch. 

ferve ye to go through with it ; if you faint i'th* En- 
terprise, and ga before you're fent for, or fo much u 
feconcil'd, and fneakingly tell her, You're fo entirely 
devoted to her, as not to live an Hour without fonyour 
Bufinefcis done to. all Intents andPurpofes.: %fae*ll 
ride you todeath when fhe rides you at mercy jwhere- 
fbre I'd have you to be twice ad vis'd before it be too 
late: For alas ! Sir, what will Reafon or Moderation 
fignify in a Cafe that will bear neither ? For Love, 
you know, is ftrangely whimiical, containing Af- 
fronts, Jealoufies, Jars, Parlies, Wars, then Peace 
again. Now for you to ask Advice to love by, is all 
•ne aa if you ask Advice to run mad by -As 

for your prefent Refolutions while your Blood is up, " 
What V go to her when a Rival's preferred, m/elf 
refused, even Entrance den fd me / Ne'er per/ua/e me 
tft ; 77/ die firft : Til make her know Tm none of her 
Cully* Why, in good faith, Sir, one .pitiful bypo- 
crital Drop 'of a Tear, which this Creature can 
hardly for her Soul fqueeze out of her Eye* with alt 
her Scrubbing, will confound all this blufter, bring 
you to yourwhinmgf , «*w< f and make yon £ibmit 
to her Ladyfhip's Mercy. 

Phi. Oh, horrid fhame I Now I fee (he's a 

curled Jilt, and la miferable Fool ! I'm fick on't ; 

J ret I die with Love : Then I perifh with mv Know- 
edge and' Senfes about me, both living ana looking 
« n. And I know not what to do* 

Par* What fhou'd you do, Sir, but free yourfelf 
from her. aa cheap as you can? If you can't draw the 
Stake fairly, make the bed of a bad Game, and ne- 
: ver ftand vexing yourfelf for the Matter. 
J*be, D'ye think that's the belt way. ? 
Pan Ay, Sir, If you know the belt, way. — Add 
no more Troubles to thofe that Love has brought on 
. y e i bui bear what's already befallen ye like a Man.— 
Enter Thais at fame diftance. 
Ok, yonder comes the Caterpillar that fpoxk all ou» 
Majxtft, tad Jca vc us to ftarvc. [Afidu 
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;Thai&/» berfelf.J Unhtppy Woman ! lam very 
tSiuch afraid that Phedrie ihou'd take it worfe, or 
*■ otherwife than I intended,, that I did not let- him in 
Yefterday. 

Pbe. Ah, Patmeno ! I'm all over in a cold Sweat 
at the very fight of her. 

Pkr. Brisk up, Sir! To«ber I fay^ me carries Fire 
enough to warm ye* with a Vengeance. 

Tha. overhearing.'] How now Phedrie ! What> 
are you here ? And waiting at the Door too ? Why 
didn't you come in without any more ado I 

Pan TheDe'il a word's here of ihutttng theDoop 

upon u*. [Afide* 

Tha. What, fpeechlefs my Dear ? 

Pbe. Well ask'd, Madam ! for thefe Doors were 

always wide open to me, and I thehigheft in your 

JLadyfhip-'a Favours. [Seornfulfy 

Tba* Let thefe things pafs my Dear, [Clapping- 

bim on the Cheeks witbher Fan* 

.Vh&.wgriJy.\ How ! Pafs f — — [mere mildly 4 

Ah, Thais, Thais', wou'd that you and I did but love 

. equally, and went an even Pace j that what you've- 

done might trouble you as much as me ; or that I 

might concern myfeff as little at it as you io. 

Tha. interrupting J Prithee don't fret thy felf my 
fMfy, Pbedrie, for by this Light 'twasn't becauie 
1 mrd or car'd for any -body more than thy dear (elf? 
but as the Cafe flood 'twas a thing not to be avoided. 
Par. Likely enough : That's ufual— She poor 
Soul (hut ham Qut of Doors, out of ftark Love and 
Kindnefc [7 e ' r *"gty* 

Thai to Par.}- Say ye fo, ParmenoP Well go 

on: — I to Phe.\ but prithee, my Dear, hear but 
why I fent for ye. 

Pbe. We'll hear ye for once* 
Tha. Firft, let me know whether this Man here 
can keep Counfel. 

Par. Meaning 1 me, Madam?-— the rareftFtWiNt 
fthPWoild *t ity but wc muft«nter into tauta* 



$6 The Eunuch. 

about keeping your Secrets: If the Story be trite, I ' 
amas mute as a Fifli ; but if it be a. Falfity, a Fop- 
pery, or a Flam, 'twill out in an Jnftant, I'm full 
of holes, and run like a Sieve. Therefore pray 
Madam not a Word of Lye, as you hope for Secrecy.. 

Tba. My Mother was bera at Santo, but liv'd at 
Rhodes. 

Par, Mum, mum, for that. (Afide, 

Tba. There it was that a certain Merchmt present- 
ed her witha fine young-Girl, krdnapp'd from Attic*. 

Pbr. Was fhe a Gentlewoman ? 

Tba. Iiuppofe fo. We cou'd n't tell for a certain. 
She told us her Parent's Names 5 as for her Country, 
and other Tokens, fhe forgot, nor cou'd it be other- 
wife expected becaufe of her Age. The Merchant 
added withal, that he underftood by the Pyrates (of 
whom he bought her) that fhe wasftolen from Sunt* 

hard by Athens. No fooner did my Mother take 

charge on her, but fhe gave her the beft Education- 
fhe cou'd, and bred her up like her own Child ; fo 
that we were generally taken for Sifters. In Com- 
pany with that Stranger (the only Perfon I was then 
engag'd withal) did I come hither, who left me all: 
I have at prefent.. 

Par. interrupting] A couple of Ra ppereea. — Gufh. 

• Tba. Why fo ? 

• Par, Becaufe forfooth, one Difh to be fure wo|tt 
never fatisfy you-, neither was he your fole BeflRp 
&or ; for this Gentleman's Pocket has fmoak'd to 
fome Tune for moft of your Bravery. 

Tba. Be it fo : But can't you let.me go on with 
my Story ?— (to Pbe.) Whilft things flood thus, the 
Captain, who began to take fome liking to me, 
march'd into Carta, mean time I got acquainted, 
with thee, my dear Rogue, and thou know'ft how 
dearly I have lov'd thee e'er fince,even to the trufting 
shee with the greateft of my Secrets. — 

Phe. Parmeno will let go again. 
■ Par. You may fwear it, SUv 

ffcz. 
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*Fba. For Love's fake, dear Hearts ! hear me out. 
Not long after my Mother died at Rhodes. Now my 
Uncle, you mult know, was a little given to the 
World, and perceiving the Girl was very likely, and 
had a good hand at the Lute, hop*d to make Money. 
of her, and forthwith expos'd her to Sale, and made 
his Markets on her. As good Luck wou'd have itj 
my Friend, the Captain, being there, buys her for 
a Prefent for me, being perfectly ignorant of this 
whole Affair. He's piit come to Town* and per- 
ceiving what*s between you and I, he invents many 
Excufes and Flams, to put off his parting with her 
as long as he can : But fays, cou'd he but perfuade 
himfelfllov'd him better than you, and where he- 
not xniferably afraid that when. I once got her, I 
Jhou*d turn him off, he'd part with her prefently,. 
This he's ftill afraid of, but as far as I can perceive: 
be has hankering after her himfclf. 

Pbe* And is it got no further than hankering I 
. Tft'-'No, for I've made ftrict Enquiry. — Now 
my dear Pbedrie, I've a thoufand Reaions why I'd: 
wheedle him out of it. Firft, becaufe (lie goes for 
my SUter, andfchen to reftorehcrto her Friends,for 
I'm a lonefome Woman here,, no-body with me, nei- 
ther Friend nor Kinlman; therefore I hope by this 
Office to make myfelf Friends; therefore if you love 
me 9 help me out in the Management of this good. 
Buiinefs : Let this Swaggerer be Matter of Mif-rule 
$wo or three d?ys. ~ What,noAnfwer. ( Fatvningly. 

Pbe. Thou bafeft of thy Sex. What mall I; 

anfwer thee>. who dealeft fo ungratefully by me ?- 

(Walks about in a Paffion.. 

Par. O rare Matter o'mine ! Gramercy fay 1 : He's 

touch'dnow. Edad,. thou'rt a Man every Inch: 

of thee. (Afide^ 

Pbe. As if I didn't know what you wou'd be at.— 
{in another Tone mocking her.) A young Girl was. 
Kidnap fd hence, — my Mother bred her up like her 
mm, —fit went for my Sifter, ~4Vj%f« wheedle 

bint 
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£/>» out of her — andrtftore her to her friends*— . 
All this Stuff i.« to fliiftmeoff, and to take in your 
Captain, forfooth; But why, I pray ? Only becaufe 
he's more in your Ladylhip's Favour than lam; and 
you're plaguily afraid this Girl will put your Nofe 
eut of Joynty and take your hifty Stallion from yon. 

[Scornfully* 

Tba. Who, I afraid on't ? 

Pbe. Ay, you : Why fhou'd you be fo concem'd 
elfe ■? Is he -the only Perfon that has made you Pre* 
fonts ? Did ye ever find me clofe- fitted 1 ? T'other day* 
you ask*d for a Black, didn't I go Pott hatte and get 
you one ? And then you'd have your Eunuch for- 
footh, purely becaufc yt>ur Ladies of Quality haver 
'em % this I got too : I'm fore Yefterday I paid down* 
e'th* Nail no lefs than fifty Guineas for 'em both. 
Tho' I'm flighted by ye, yetyou feel didn't forget 
yc ; and my good Nature's finely rewarded. 

Tba. How's this, my Pbedrie ! No, tho'I (hou'd 
be very glad to have this Girl, and I believe I might 
this Way as eafily as may be, yet rather than difoblige 
thee, ril do what thou wotfdft have mcSFawningTy* 

Phi. O that thatWord came from your Heart now,. 
rather than difoblige thee. Cou'd I but believe that 
was fpoken fincerely, I cou'd then bear any thing. 

Par, Heftaggers, one damn'd Wheedle nas don't 
in z Trke. !&**• 

Tba. Ah dear ! don't I then fpeak from my Heart ? 
When did I ever deny you a Requeft,tho' 'twere made 
but in a Jeft ? And yet I can't for my Soul obtain the 
Favour of your Abience but for two Days [Weeping* 

Pbe. Ay, if it were but two Days.— But what- 
if that Two (hou'd prove Twenty ? 

Tba. Indeed, Sir, it {hall be no more than two,or- 

Phe. interrupting] Or what ? No more on't. 

Tba. It (hall be no longer, indeed. Let me pre- 
vail with thee for once. 

JP&.Well, fwonce you.fliallha* your Miod£*M§* 

Tba. 
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Tha. Now I love thee mofLwqnderfully, thou 
haft fo oblig'd me. 

Wt Well, I'll into the Country, and there pine 
away for thefc two Days.— That's my Refoluoon, 
fince my cruel Dear mult have her. Humour. — -— 
But Par mi no, do- you take care to deliver the Eunuch , 
and Black in my Abfence* 

Par. I will, Sir. 

Phi. God b'uy my deareft Thais , for twolongDays. 

Tbd. God b*uy to thee my fweet Creature. Ha* 
you any other Commands ? 

the. What can I deOre further $ but that tho' the 
Captain has your Company, yet your Heart maybe 
at another place : Let me both Night and Day be the 
Entertainment of your Love, your Wiihes, your 
Hopes, your Pleaiure, your AIL In fine, let your 
Heart be as much mine, as mine is yours. 

[Exeunt Phedrie and Parmeno* 

Thais ahne*] Dear Heart ! I'm afraid Pbtdrie be- 
Beves not one Word of what I have faid, but takes me 
for oneof your jilting Creatures of the Town. But I, > 
that know my own Heart belt, am fure, Iv'c devis'd 
no Flams ; nor is there any Soul I love fo fondly a&d 
tenderly as this Gentleman. And whatsoever I have 
done 'th' Cafe was purely for the fake of the poor 
' Girl, whofe Brother, a Perfon of fome. Repute,. I 
hope I've in a manner found out To Day Jie ap- 
pointed to give me a Vifit, I'll Hep in and wait his 
Coming. [Exit. 

Tb* End of the Firft AB. 

Act II. 
Phedrie attended hy Parmeno. 

*** D ° a * I ordcr%d T c : Let the Prefents be cat- ' 

ryM. Par. So they lhal\, Svr. 

PJv. Bat with Cure then* P«r% 
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Par. It Hull be done. 

The. But with fpeed too. " Par. I fhall fo* 

Pbe. Have I told ye enough on*t ? 

Pan Ah ! that's a Queftioh indeed ! \Angrily\h* 'r 

tho' 'twas fo hard a piece of Bufmefs. For my ~ 

part, Sir, I wifti with all my Soul that you were as " 
Jure of winning a thoufand Pounds, as ye arc of ~ 
loofing thefe Prefents. f 

Pbe. Prithee don't trouble your Head about thofe : 
things, forifllofethem, I lofe my felf too, which . 
is by far the greater Lofs. r 

Par. Tt ihan't trouble me, but Til do yourBuiinefs ^~ 
effectually —Have ye any further Commands for me ? ' 

Pbe. Be fure you fet off the Prefents with all the = 
Commendations you can ; and give my Rival all ~ 
the Interruption imaginable. ^ 

Par. Pfliaw.I'dha'donethatwithoutyourbidding, 

pbe. Well, I'll into the Country, and there tarry. 

[Offers to go. 

Par. I fancy fo. [Jeeringfj. Z 

The. returning] But hark ye, Parmeno. '- 

Par. What's your Pleafure, Sir ? - 

Pbe. Doll really think I can have fo much Power ' 
o'er myfelf, as to hold out my whole time. 

Par. Who you Sir ? No faith : For either vou'll 
come back again prefen'ly, orelfe your want of fleep \ 
will fend ye hither at Midnight with a Why-not. 

Pbe. I'll tire myfelf as much as I can, tnat I may ^ 
deep whether I will or no. * 

Par. 'Twon't do, Sir, tire yourfelf as much at 
ye pleafe, ye'll be ne'er the nearer. 

Pbe. All this fignifies nothing, Parmeno. I i 

mull break the neck of this effeminate Humours I i 
indulge myfelf too much i in (hort, d'ye think I ■ 
can't live without her three whole days, if occanoa '? 
ferve ? 

Par. How, Sir f What three livt-long days ? For ■ 
fliarac, Sir! [Jeering?* 



Nay, Tm fully rcfolv'd upon't however. 
{Exit Phedrie. 
rteno alone.] Hevaven's wh «t a ptaguy thing's 
:hat Love fhou'd alter Men fo ilrangely, as 
n*t know *em for the fame ! There was never 
rlemanin Town had a better He^d piece, a 
Carnage, andlefs given to the Flefh than this 
of Mine— - 

Gnatho leading Pamphila, attended by her 
aiting-maid at a diftance from Parmeno. 
who comes yonder TtlT name of Goodnefs ? 
, 'tis that wheedling Rafcal Gnatho, a hangcr- 
* Captain's. He has got the young Gentlewp- 
the Fill, as a Prefent to hisLudy. Blefs 
lat a fmug faced little Rogue it is No won- 
make but a fcurvy Figure to day with my old 
Eunuch. —Why this Creature cuts out Thais 
[Walks about the Door. 
tho to himfelf] Blefs me ! to fee the Difference 
n one Man and another, betwixt a Fool and 
fopher ! The thing I fay it for is this : As I 
ming along to day, I ftumbled upon one v>£ 
i Rank and Quality, an honeft Fellow I war-- 
n, who had made a fhift to guzzle away an 
as I had done before him* I feeing fuch a 
nafty^ meagre Fellow, rigg'd out with Rags 
eumatifms ; What's the meaning of this fine 
juoth I ?) Alas (Taid he) / had an Eft ate 
it plafd the Fool, and cou'd n y t keep it, and 
what I am brought to : All my friends 
paintance fly me as they wotfd the Plague v 
began to look down upon him with Scorn : 
m Whore [on Blockhead (faid 1) is it come to 
en, that you hadn't left yourfelf an After- 
1 Have ye loft your Brains and your Money to- 
9 Why, do but look on me, who was once in the 
ife with yourfelf ; howfrefbandfparkijb, how 
I go, and how fir ong and lufty 1 am I Ibaye 
ies at command, tho* Lands I have none \ .and 
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tho* 1 have fear a a Groat in the World, yet I 
for nothing. [In another Tone.] But (fays he) fm ;-J 
•ffacb an unlucky Conftitution, that neither buffooning m 
nor beating will agree with me. Hoofs thai* (&id I) ie 
eT$e think tbat*s the Way P No, you're plaguily m W us 
ftWMarh. In the Days of Tore this might have ! 
done well enough, but we are now in another Method, w 
and perhaps I was the Inventor of it too. — There 1 s a L. 
Sort of People in the World who fet up for Wits of the t~ 
firft Rate, and yet have no more Brains than MaggotJ : L- 
Now thefe are the Msnfor my Turn : But then I am 
not their Merry- Andrew, to make them Sport ; but ve : s 
ry readily make Sport at them, thd > at the fame time m 
2 praife their Parts to the Skies. If they fay any \ 
thing, I cry it up too. If they unfay it, I commend L 
'emfor that too : What, they deny, I deny : What they a 
affirm, I affirm. In fine, JTve brought myfelft* be of a 
their Mind in every thing* and by this Means I get * 
many afweet Bit, and afweet Penny. 

Par. A very pretty FeHow, upo* my Word ! Give * 
him a Fool, and he'll make him a Mad-man. \Afide. s 

Gna. Whilft this Chat lafted, we got to the Market- = 
pjace, where I was joyfully met by a Troop of Con- \ 
feclioners, Fijbmongers, Butchers, Gooks 9 Paftrynen, '- 
Ftfbermen, and Poulterers ; all of my old Cronies, ■ 
whom I had been a good Cuftomer to before, and ' 
fince I had fpent my Eftate, and am foftill: Thtf * 
complimented me with Hat in Hand, invited mg 
tp Supper, and were very glad to fee my WdHhip* ■ 
Wnen my poor Hunger-ftarv*d Comrade faw I Was* ' 
fp highly in their Books, and liv*d fo bravely at eafe^ ; 
lie begg'd p'me, for Heaven's Sake, to teach KSni* » 
little of my Art. I bid him follow me, andbemV | 
PudU; and as the Se&s of Philofophcri borrow** i 
their Names from their Mailers, Co all that hiftf 
learnt the Art of Wheedling, fhou'd from me.be 
caHM Gnathonicks. 

Par. To fee the Virtue now of living at Eafe\ and 
iicw^/fcfjtaiiothcrMaii'aTRbk. * . Mfi** 

Una. 



*** Humour r " end ' 7ou f e -' . . 
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Par. No, I'm at my Journey's End. 
Gna. Pray, Sir, do me the Favour then to intro- 
duce me to the Lady. 

Par. Very good : This Prefent will be your Paff- 
port now. 

Gna. Will ye be pleas'd to have any one fent out 
to ye [Exit Gnatho, Pamphila, and Waiting- maid. 
Par. a/one."] Let but two Days be over, and I'll take 
care that you may knock till your Heart akes without 
Admittance, tho* now you're fo happy as to have 
the Doors fly open at a Touch of your little Finger. 
Re enter Gnatho. 
Gna. What, here flill, my known Friend ? Dye 
keep Guard here, that not an EmbaiTy by a civil 
MefTcngeV can pafs privately between the Captain 
arid the Lady / [Exit Gnatho. 

Par. alone ] Very wittily fpoken ! Thefe wonder- 
ful fineThbgs mult needs pleafe the Captain, \feeing 
Cherea.] But behold, I fee my Mailer's younger Son 
making this Way. — I wonder what makes him from 
his Poll at Pireo, when he's upon Duty there.— 
There's fomewhat more than ordinary in the Wind : 
— And he's in great Halte too. — I can't guefs what 
makfcs him throw his Eye* about thus. 

Enter Cherea at a diftance from Parmeno, tut 

of Breath, and looking about him. 
Che. to himfe/f] I'm undone ! The pretty Crea- 
ture's loft— Arid foam I— who have unluckily raift 
on her. Where fhall Hook for her? Where (hall 1 trace 
her ? Whom (hall I ask for her ? What blind Alley (hall 
I range in ? - I'm in a ilrange Quandary.— Tve this 
Comfort left, that (lie can't be long incognito wherc- 
e'er (he be. - The mod charming Lock ! From this 
Moment Tve done with the whole Sex befides. Your 
Every- day LafTes and Faces will ne'er down. again. 

Par. Heyday ! Here's another in the whining and 

languiftiing Vein, or I'm befidethe.Cufhion.— The 

s/a'Gt/rtfMan rhcir Father's finely bleft : If this Spark 

once begins the Sport, he'll be fo mad uiporix, \bafc 
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'i will be a Child to him. \Afide* 

ou'd the De'l had this old Mumpfimus for 
y Journey; and me too for Haying, when 
ive taken no Notice of him. — — Ho I 
teno ! Well met, old Friend. 
\y fo concern'd, and yet fo gay ? And 
joing ? 

ho I ? Troth I can't tell whence I came,. 
Pm going ; I've loll my Senfes. 
•w- fo, I befcech ye ? 
1 in Love, Alan. 
:yday ' 

ow, old Boy, (hew what a Man you are; 
v*il how often thdu hail promis'd me : 
erea, do but find put one you've a mind to, \ 
f ew what a Talent I have at Intriguing. 
nber 'twas when J us'd to get you many 
out of my Father's Pantry, and no- body 
ifer, ye Rogue, 
haw, no more of that. 
y, 'Faith, 'twas e'en fo : Therefore, prithetf 
good as thy Word, at leait, if you think 
sating your Brains about.— This pretty 
w'tatall like our Town Ladies, whole Mo- 
e their Backs, and ftrait-lace their Waifts, 
m well ftiap'd. Jf any chance to grow 

pluntper than the rell, they prefently 
w Hoftejs ; and then her Allowance mult 
d ; and tho' (he be naturally fat and lufty, 
er Dieting, fhe's made as fiend er as a 
:k : By this means one Woodcock or ano- 
ght in their Springe. :> 
id how's yours, I befeech ye ? 
ich a Beauty the World never faw. 
eyday ! 

:r Complexion true and natirral ; her Body 
ilrong, and as plump ?s a Partridge. ' 
aw old, think ye ? Chin About Sixtectu 

the very Prime, i'Faith. 

Cbc. 
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Cbe. Now, do ye but help me to this fwect Crea- 
ture, either by Force, Fraud, or Wheedle ; I don^t 
care which way, fo I do but «mpy her. 

Par. But what is this fweet Creature t 

Cbe. Faith, I know not. 

Par. Whence came (he ? Cbe. I $an"t tell* 

Par. Where does (he live? 

Cbe. Nor that neither. 

Par. Where did you fee her } 

Cbe. In the Street here. 

Par. How came you to lofe her ? 

Cbi. That's it I was curfing at when I met^yon. 
Nor do I think there's that Man living, whofc good 
Fortune had left him thus in the Lurch. What a Mis- 
fortune was here !— Vm a very Wretch. 

P*r. What's done to ye, Sir? 

Cbe. D'yt askt Don*t ye know old ArcbimeJes, 
my Father's Kinfman and Companion ? 

Par. Yes, very well. 

Cbe. This Fellow met me full butt, as I was hot 
npo' th' Scent after this pretty CreatuTe. 

Pam. Faith 'twas a little unfeafonable. 

Cbe. Rather devilifh unfortunate ; for lighterMat- 
ters may be call'd unfeafonable. For I can fafely 
fwear I hadn't feen him this half-Year till now, when 
I neither defir'd nor wanted his Company. Wasn't 
this a damn'd Accident! Hah! What fay yon? 

Par. As you fay, Sir, 'twas a damn'd Accident. 

Cbe. He comes hobbling after me as far as he 
cou'd fee me, with his Chin land his Knees toge- 
ther, his Joynts (baking in his Hide, hanging lis 
Jibb like tn old Horfe, and groaning like a rotten 
Sheep : He btuls out, Sobo, Cherea, Sobo f '/// yea < 

/ wotfdfpeak witb. With that I made a halt 

D'ye knot*, fcy s he, wbafs mj bufinefs witb ye f No, 
pray tell me, Sir. Ob, faid he, my Caufe tomes en 
to m&rrm. And what then faid I ? Why be fare 
(quoth he) to tell your Fatber that be muft not faii 
to h at tl? Court. I think he was a whole Hour by 

th* 
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it Clock ill telling this. I ask'd him if he had any 
irther Bufincfs; he &id,Afait */ j//. Away march' d 
: And looking for this young Creature, I found 
le had taken down this Street. 
Par. My Life on't, if this ben t the fame that 
ras ^refented to Thais. [AfHf* 

Cbe. As foon as I was got hither (he was vanuVd. 
par* Had ihe any Attendance with her ? 
Cbe. Yes, a Man and a Waiting-maid. 
Par. afide.] The very fame, i'Faith.— Set yowr 
leart at reft, Sir, your Bufinefs is done. 
the. Sure thy Witt are a Wool-gathering* 
Far. No, I blow what I fay. 
Cbe. Why, canft tell who (he is; — Prithee 

ell me. Did ye fee her ? {Haftiiy. 

Par. I did fee her, I know her too} more than 
hat, I can tell where (he's gone, too* 
Chi. Ah, dear Rogue ! doft know her indeed f 
far. Yes, Sir. 

Cbt. And canft tell where (he's gone too r 
Par. She was brought hither as a Prefent to Thais. 
Cbi. Is any Man living able to be at the Charge 
finch a Prefent? 

Par. Yes: Captain Tbrafi, your Brother's Rival 
Cbe. For ought I fee, my Brother will be put to * 
t lad Trumps then. 

far. Ay, 'Faith ! fo you'd fwear indeed, if yo* 
tw what a precious Prefent he has provided to 
teh this withal. 
b$. What's that, prithee ? 
} ar. An Eunuch. 

be. What, that Tool of a Man that he bought 
jrday? That haggifli Fellow ? 
r. That's he, Sir. 
>*. Certainly he and his Prefent will be kick'd 

• Devil. But I ne'er knew before that this 

was our Neighbour. ■ > 

\ Why, fhe*s lately removed "thither. 

. Unlucky Whdp that I am ! That I ftwaM 
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ne'er Tee her.— —But, prithee tell me, is fhe fuch * 
Beauty as they talk of? Par. Every Jot. 

Che. But fhort of our's my Life ori't. 

Par. Quite another Thing. 

Che. Prithee, honeftJJoy, do but thy beft to bring 
us both together. 

Par. You fhall have my Good-will in't. I'll do 
what I .-can .to help ye : What wou'd ye have more ? 

[going off* 

•Che. Whither away now ? 

Par. Why Home, to hand the Prefents hither 
According to your Brother's Orders. 
. Che.. Oh. the Luck of this fameroguy Eunuch, to 
•£0 into this Houfe upon fuch an Errand ! 
• Par. Why fo, Sir ? 

Che. D'ye ask that ? Why, he'll always be bled 
with the Sight of his beautiful Companion ; they'll 
talk together, 1 live together, and now and then per- 
haps lje together. 

Par. What wou*d you fay now, if you were that 
kleffed Creature ? 

Che. Which Way ? Speak, dear Rogue. [Hajfily. 

Par. Suppofe you take his Clbaths, - 

. Che. His Cloaths ! And how then ? 

'Par. And be carried.thither inflcad of him. 

Cke. .On, Qn Boy. ' g 

Par. And give out that you are he. Ij 

Che. I fmell your Defign. K 

Par. And there you may enjoy all thofe rare Bletr 
fings you fancy'd but juft now /or another. You may |jl 
eat and drink with her, fit by her, touch, toy with 
.' her, and— He by her. For not a Creature in that 
Houfe can tell what you are, and whence you came. 
And befid.es, your Age, and thofe fmooth Chops of | 
yours, will make you pafo for a compleat Eunuch. 

Che. Spoken like an Angel, andadvis'd like an Ora- 

. cle ! [Hugs Parmeno, and is carrying him off.] Come 

jiway Boy, let's in and about it, equip me to rights 

novr, immediately away with me, and bring me to 

her as fall as you can for your L\£t. ^su 
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Vtr.JIniggling. [Hold Sir ! —what d'ye mean f 
I did but jell. 

Cbe. Pfhaw I That's Nonfence. 
Par. I'm ruin'd ! How like a Fool have I done ! 
where d'ye thruft me, Sir? — Faith you had almolt 
puuVd me on my Nofc — 'Tis you I fpeak to, Sir, 
Pray ftay. 

Cbe. But I fay let's go. 

Par. Are ye refolv'dupon't then ? 

Cbe. Abfolutely. 

Par. Have a care you don't make more Hafte tham 
good Speed. 

Cbii No, no, let me alone for that. 

Par. Ah, but my Bones will fmart for't. Oh! 'tis 
a horrible Villany? 

Cbe. A Villany d'ye call it, for a Man to go into a 
Bawdv-houfe, and to pay a Company of Jilts in their 
own Coin : Why, if they make a Trade to abufe, 
torment and trepan innocent young Men, is it not Ju- 
ftice and Equity to plague and choufe them /gain ? 
Shan't I rather play Tricks with them than with my 
Father ? This I fhou'd be blam'd for; as for 'tother, 
'twould be faid, I fervid tbem in tbeir own kind. 

Par. How's this ? Well, if ye be fully bent upon't, 
e'en take your own Courfe ; but then don't lay the 
Blame at zny Door afterwards. 

Cbe. I won't then. 

Par. And as it is your Will to have it fo ? 

Cbe. 'Tis my Will to have it fo, and it muftbe 
fo, and it Hull be fo ; and what I have faid I will 
ftand by. 

Par. Nay then, follow me. 

Cbe. Fenusand Cupid favour the Defign. 

[Exeunt Ambe. 

The End of the Second ASl. 

F 2 Kit 
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Act III. 
Thrafo and Gnatho. 

Tbr* \FJ Ell, but was ihe fo vciy thankful then. 
Gn. O yes, Sir, moft hugely. 

Tbr. And glad at Heart, fay ye ? 

Gjw. O yes, but not fo much for the Gift as the 
Giver ; and for that, let me tell ye, flic's plaguily 
proud on't. 

Enter Parmeno st a diflance. 

Par. to him/elf.] Tm come to watch a fair Oppor- 
tunity to bring my Prefents in too.— —But hold I 
Here's Captain Bellfwagger. [Retires to one fide. 

Tbr. Really I have the luck on't ; every thing that 
I do is moft wonderfully taking. 

Gna. I have obferved as much* 

Tbr. The King of Perfia, whenever I did him a 
Ki ndnefs, was always very fcniible of it : He wasn't 
fo to every body. 

Gna. A fmart Tongue fo well hungasvours makes 
aH chat Glory his own, which others fo long have 
toiPd for. Tbr. Right, Boy. 

Gna. The King has you in his Eye then ? 

Tbr. Right, again. j 

Gna. And loves to have you there. I 

Tbr. No doubt on*t.— — Nay more, trufted hi* 
whole Army to my Coridudt, and follows my Adj 
vice in every thing. y 

Gna. Prodigious ! l 

Tbr. Then if he chanc'd to be weary of Company 
or Bufinefs, and had a Mind to take a little Eafe — ' 
as tho 1 — you know what I mean. 

Gna. Yes, Sir : As tho' when he had a Mind to 1 
clear his Stomach, as a-body may fo fay, of all Con- 
cerns. ' 

T6r. Right, then would he take inc to him Hand 
toFtit. *" GwaI 
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Ay, marry Sir ! This is a King indeed. 
On ! He's a Man of a thoufond. — 
Yes, one t>f a Million —if he chufe you for 
ipanion. \Ajide. 

All the Officers cnvy'dme, and gram hi' d at 
nd my Back : I didn't value it a Straw ; they 
ne damnably. But above all, one who had 
rge of the Indian Elephants. This Fellow 
ore troublefome than the reft, Pritbee Strato* 
Vbyfo plaguy big f Is it becaufeyou are Lord 
arcelafBeaftsf 

Neatly faid,iYaith, and IhrewfHy.— Blefs me 
:rthrewManandBeaft. —What (aid he, Sir? 
Not a Word. 

Nay, I don't know how he fhou'd. 
Blefs me ! This Captain's the blinded Cox- 
nd t'other the vileil Rafcallever faw. [Ajide. 
Vhat think ye,Gnatbo? Did I ever tell ye how 
was on the young Rbodian Spark at a Feall ? 
Never, Sir, let's hear it, I pray. — : He has 
ae a thoufand times. [Ajidt. 

This Rbodian Spark, I told you of, was with . 
Feaft, where by chance I had a fmall Girl ; 
rippling began to be fweet upon her, and 
1 upon me too. How now, you impndent 
>x 9 (faid I) you* re Man's Meat yourfelj\ and 
* a Mind to a Tit-bit. 
Ha, ha, he. 

What's \\t Matter? Hah! 
Very fine,(harp, and delicate ; that cou'dn't 
ded. — But pray, Sir, was this all your own ? 
t for an old one. 

Why, did you ever hear't before ? 
Yes, Sir, very often: And it takes extreamly. 
1*11 allure you, 'twas all my own. 
I'm forry you were Co (harp upon the fool- 
ng Gentleman. 

Ah, the De'l! take thee for a R.nfcal. [Afide. 
Pray, Sir, what did he fay thejvt 

F 3 Tbr. 
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Tbr. He was quite dafh'd out of Countenance ; 
and the whole Company was ready to die with 
Laughing. After that, every body was plaguy wary 
of meddling with me. 

Gna. And well they might : 

Tbr. But hark ye, Gnat ho, had I beft clear 

myfelf to Thais from the Jealoufy fhe has of my 
being in Love with Pampbi/a? 

Gna. Let that be the lead of your Thoughts j but 
rather give her more Caufe to be Jealous. 

Tbr. Why fo ? 

Gna. That's aNJueftion : Don't ye apprehend me, 
Sir f Shou'd fhe but fpeak a Word ofPbedrie, or of- 
fer to commend him on purpofe to plague you. — • 

Tbr. I ha't. 

Gna. Your only way to prevent that, is, whenever 
fhe names Pbedrie, be fure you hit her in the Teeth 
whhPampbi/a ; if fhe cries, Lefs Zw*Phedrie to be 
merry with us, do you anfwer, And Pamphila to give 
us a Song : If fhe praifes his Shape, extol her Face : 
And be fure give her a Rowland for ber Oliver ,and 
that will vex her to the Heart. ■ 

Tbr. Ay, if fhe lov'd me, this might do, Gnatbe* 

Gna. As long as fhe defires and loves your Pre- 
fents, you may lay your Life fhe loves you. So long 
you may venture to teaze her ; fhell always be a- 
fraid left any angry Word fhou'd turn the ftream of 
your Bounty another way. 

Tba. Thou fay 'ft right —Why, J never fo much 
as dream'd of this before. 

Gna. A good Jeft i'faith : Sure you didn't give your 
Mind to't ; for had you fet your Wits about it, your 
Contrivance wou'd ha' been ^orth fifty of mine. 
To tbem enter Thais attended by Pythia. 

Tba. I fancy'd I heard the Captain's Tongue juft 

now On, here is — My dear Hero, Welcome. 

[Hugs him. 

Tbr. Oh, my fweet Thais, my dearHoney, how is't. 
— JPon'tyclovc me now, for giving you this pretty 
Wench / , Par. 
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Par. Admirably, i'Faithf' how nobly he open* 
the Campaign. (AJldc. 

tta. Oh, Sir, I'm eternally oblig'd to you for':. 

Gaa. Let's in to Supper, I fay : Why this dt'lyinc;? 

Par. Here's another too ! Faith one wou'd Cwcxr 
lie is the Captain's Ballard, they're fo like one ano- 
ther. (Aftde. 

Thr. to Gna.] Asfoon as you will, for I am ready. 

Par. advancing nigber.] . I'll to her, and make as 
tho' I jnft came from Home. — — Arc you going 
abroad, Madam ? [A fide to Thais. 

Tha. to htm ] Oh Parmeno ! Troth you are come 
very lucky, I was jail a going out. 

Par. Whither, Madam ? 

©*. Why, don't ye iee this Gentleman here ? 

[Afide to l? int.. 

Par. I do fee him, with a Pox to my Sorrow.— 
When yon pleafe, Madam, my Mailer's Prefents are 
at your Service* [Aloud* 

Tbr. What do weftay for ? Why don't we jog on ?. 

Pari/*Thrafo.]May it pleafe your Honour,by your 
leave ; firft let me make my Prefents as I was brder'd, 
and-go and have a little harmlefs Chat with my Lady. 

1$r. Special Prefents ! I'll warrant ye, not to be 
nam'd the fame Day with mine. [J^ringly. 

Par. The Tryal's all [pet towards Laches V 

Heufe.] Soho ! within there I lend out the Perfons I 
©rder'd.— [Enter the Blackamoor."] Here, advance 
forward. Here's a Lafs come from as far as 

Preftor Join's Country. 

TbrXoxa have as good for feven or eight Guineas. 

Gna. Ay, and a better too. 

Par. to them within.} You-fir Doras, where are ye? 

Stand forth, Boy.— Here's your Eunuch for ye 

then.—- See what a pretty Look he has got, and 

juft in the Prime of his Age. [Enter Cherea 

dreft up like the Eunuch. 

Thr. As I hope to be fav'd, a very tight Fellow. 

Par. What fay ye now, Mr. Gnatho ? D'ye Ypy 
F 4 wf 
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ny Faults here? — And you, Noble Captain ?— * 
What, never a Word ? — That's Commendation 
enough of all Confcience. — Try him in the Schools, 
Field, Mufick, or where you will, you'll find he has 
the Education of a Gentleman. 

Tbr. For a Need that Eunucb wou'd down well 
enough, tho' a Man was former. \Afide to Cnatho. 

Par. And yet, Madam, the Gentlemen that made 
thefe Prefents, doesn't defire to be your only Fa- 
vourite, nor that all ofhers mould be thruft out of 
Doors for his fake ; He doesn't tell you romantick 
Stories of his Fights and Duels, nor yet boaft of his 
Wounds and Scars ; neither does he lland in your 
Light, as a certain Perfon that mall be namelcfs : 
But when it (hall be no Trouble to you, Madam, 
when you pleafe, and your Ladylhip is at Leifure, 
h? thinks it Favour enough then to be admitted. 

Tbr. 'Tis evident this Fellow has got fome poor 
Grubftreet Merchant for his Matter. 

Gna. Faith like enough; for he woudn't keep this 
Fellow fo long, had he a Shilling in his Pocket to 
hire him a better. 

Par. Peace, Dog.— Thou art not worthy to be 
kick'd.— If you can ftoop to flatter him (pointing to 
the Captain) thus, you'd be content to do the moft 
fordid Thing in the World for a Livelihood. 

Tbr. Shall we flay to hear this Fellow prate ? 

[Angrily. 

iff a. I'll only juft ftep in with thefe, and order 
my Maids what to do, and 1*11 be back again in an 
Inftant. Exeunt Thais, Che. and tbe Black. 

Tbr. Til go before — but do you flay and wait 
upon my Millrefs. , [to Gnatho. 

Par. Fie ! 'tis beneath a Genetal to Squire his 
own Miftrefs. 

Thr. to Parmeno/J Why mould I fpend my Breath 
upon thee ? Like Majfer, like Man. 

[Exit Parmeno. 

G*a* Ha, ha, he. - 
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fir. What d'ye laugh at ? '[Somewhat fur lily, 
Gna. Why, what you juit now laid : Bcfides, you 

£t me in mind of the Rhodian Spark, andj cou dn't 
bear. B ut here's- Madam Thais again. 
IU- enter Thais, Pythia, and Attendants. 

Thr.Kxm home,and fee thataJl theRooms be ready r 

Gmu I'm gone, Sir* {Exit Gnatho. 

Tha. U Pythia.] Be fure Pythia take care to do 
what I bid ye. — If Mr. Chremes fhould chance to 
come to day, defire him to flay a little ; if he's in 
hafte, bee him to come another time ; if he cant do 
that, fend him over to the Captain's to me. 

Prtfr. I will, Madam. 

Ha. Hold— 'I had fomethiig elfe to fay.— Let me 
fee,— 0,1 remember't-— Be fure you make muck 
of the young Gentlewoman. Do you keep home. 

Exit Pythia. 

Tbr. Now let's march. 

Tba. Do you follow me. [to the Attendants*. 

As- they go off 'one way ', enter Chremes alone 
another way. 

Chr. In troth the more I think and' chew upon* 
this Bufinefs, the more I'm afraid that this Thais 
fhould play me fome plaguy Dog- trick or other; 
I find myfelf damnably wheedled by her. When 
ihe firft icnt for me, any Man might have wor- 
der d what Bufinefs I had there ; Faith I coudn't 
tell myfelf : But when I came, fhe immediately 
calls about for Fetches and Excufcs to make me 
tarry. I have (fays fhe) jdiff new been at my De~ 
votien, therefore more fit to difcourJe of grave and 
ferious Matters. At that my Heart mifgave me pla- 
guily. She draws a Chair and fat down by me, and' 
fawning upon me, fhe began to pump for Difcourfe. 
When The had nothing dfe to fay, ffie'd fail a ask- 
ing Me, How long my Father and Mothir had been 
dead ; I told her, a pretty while fence % Then whe- 
ther I had not a Seat at Sunio^ and qozu far it flood- 
off the Sea. Pox ! I believe fhe liked tht Slvawvotk 
F S. W. 
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herfelf, and had a -mind to gull me out on't. And 
laftly, If I hadn't loft a young Sifter thence? and who 
was with Per then ? What Jbe had about her when 
loft t Whether 'twas foffible for one to know again ? 
and fuch like Stuff. I can't imagine why the De'il 
fhe ask'd all thefe Qgeftions, without (he defigns to 
put herfelf upon me inflead of this loft Sifter, as it 
is the Impudence of thefe Jades. However, if fhe 
is alive, me is juft Sixteen and no more'; but this 
fame Thais is fomewhat older than myfelf. She has 
fent again, to beg of me very earneftly to come — Now 
let her tell her Bufinefs plain, or trouble me no more. 
Ill be hang'diflhe catch me here a third time. Soho ! 
within there ! Soho ! [Knocks at the Door* . 

Fyth. within. Who's there ? 

Cbr. TisI, my Name*s Chr ernes* 
Enter Pythia. 

Pyth. My pretty- little Squire, is ft you f 

Chr. So, — I faid as much, this wheedling bodes 
bo good. \dfide* 

Pyth. My Lady humbly deftres you to come again 
to morrow. 

Chr. Fm going into the Country. 

Pyth. For Love's fake, Sir, do. 

Chr. I tell you plainly I can't. 

Pyth. Why then, Sir, ftay but a little till my Lady- 
comes back. 

Chr. Faith I don't intend it. 

Pyth. Why not, dearer. Chremts f [Fawningfy 

Chr. Pox take ye for a difTembling Baggage. 

Pyth. Well, if you be refolv'd, Ibefeech ye,Sir, 
to give yourfelf the trouble of ftepping over to her 
where Ihe is. 

Chr. I don't care if I do that 

Pyth. to them within/] Doria ! [Enter Doria] Go 
quickly and ftiew that Uentleman over to the Cap- 
tain's. . [Exeunt federally. 
EnUr Antipho alone, 
jfyrt. Ycfierday a knot of Good- fellows of us were 
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fot together at Piero, where we clubb'd to have a 
eaft to Day. We chofe Cberea for ou r Stewa rd . The 
Forfeits were all laid down, and Time and Place a- 
greed upon. The Time's palt, and at the Place they 
know nothing on't ; oar Gentleman- Steward has 
given us the flip, and 'faith I can't tell what to fa/ 
or think o'th* Bufinefs. — The reft of the Company 
have imploy'd me to hunt about for him ; I think 
I'd as good call in at his Father's. — [difcoveeing 
Cberea?] But who is yonder a coming out of Thais* s 

Houfe ? Is it he, or is it not he ? As I live 'tis he. 

Heyday ' what a Toy of a Man have we got here ? 
What means this Difguife ?— -What unaccountable ; 
Freak is this ? I am puzzl'd, and can't imagin for my 
Heart what's the Matter : Whatfoever it be, I will 
know before I ftir a Foot [Retires a little on one Side. . 
Enter Cherea, looking caut ioujly about,' 
Che. tobimjelffoftly.'] But is no body here now ? • 
Not a Mortal.-; — Does no body dog me ? — Not 
fo much as my Shadow. ■ Shall I now give vent : 

to my fwelling Joys ? Oh Heavens ! what wou'd : 

I give for fome body to cut my Throat immediate- 
ly, that in the Height of this Joy, I may end my / 
Life without the leaft Dafh of Misfortune — But is 
there never a curious inquifitivc Fellow following 
me clofe upon the Heel, tq ^eafen and murder me . 
with Queftion upon Queftion at every Turn ? As, , 
Wbyfotranfported? Why fo wonderful merry ? Whi- 
ther away fo) "aft ? Whence came ye ? Where got ye this 
Garb ? What Fro lick's this? Are you in your Wits ? : 
Or are y sit ft ark mad f - 

Ant. advancing nigher^\ Faith, I'll e'en up to him, . 
and do him that Favour my felf. — Cbsrea, Whatis't 
you chuckle at fo ? What means this Fool's Coat ? 
Why fo merry about the Mouth ? Hey brave ! Wliat 
d'ye mean ? D'ye pretend to be in your Wits ? What 

d'ye Hare for ? [Here they flare *ne upon another.] 

What, never a Word ? 
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Che. Huzza ! This is a Day of Jubilee f Well met, 
bid Soul ! Gad take me, there's not a Man alive I'd 
have wiih'd for fo foon as thy dear felf. 

Ant. Prithee tell me this mighty Buiinefs. 

Che. And prithee, dear Rogue, prepare thyfelfto 
receive it then. — — I fuppofe you know my Bro- 
ther's Miftrcfs. 

Ant. Yes ; you mean Thais, I fuppofe. 

Che. The very fame. m 

Ant. I thought I knew her. 

Civ. This Day a pretty young Female was .prefent- 
cd to her. But why fhou'd I Hand prating and! 
commending her charming Face to thee, my Friend,, 
when thou know'ft fo well what a Critick I am in. 
Beauties. — - In fcor t, fhc fired my Blood. 

Ant* Say you fo ? 

Che. Ay Boy, had you but feen her, I'm fureyou 
wou'd fay £he was the Mirrour of her Sex. But to. 
kave Impertinencies, I was prefently in up to the 
Ears ; and as good Luck wou'd have it, we had an. 
Eunuch at Home, which my Brother bought for 
his Miftrefs, but wasn't yet deliver'd to her. Out 
Man Parmeno gave me an Item of a Defign, which. 
{ immediately put in Execution. 

Ant. And what was that ? 

Che. Be patient ancfyou.'U hear't the fooncr. It 
was to change Cloaths with, the Eunuch, and forme. 
to beprefented infteadofhim. 

Ant. What, for the Eunuch 1 

Che. Ev'ii fo, old Boy. 

Ant. Prithee what Advantage cou'd yonpropofe 
to yourfelf by that ? 

Che. That's worth the asking indeed ; why to fee 
her, difcourfe with her, and? be alone with the pretty 
Creature., I lov'd, ye £ogue.. And d'ye, make no- 
thing of this now ?«— In fhort, prefented I was to 
Thais, who as foon as file receiv'i me, very joyfully 
brought me Home, and committed the bcaatiful 
Creature to my Charge. 
<4& To. whole. Charge I To thine > Cfct. 
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Che. Yes, to mine. 

Ant. Marry Ihe was in fafe Hands f 

Che. She order'd that not a Man fliould come nigfr 
her but myfelf, and charg'd me not to ftir a Step 
from her ? and, that {he and I fhou'd be alone toge- 
ther in the Parlour. I locked as if Butter wou'dn'f 
melt in my Mouth, and cry'd, Tes Madam. 

Ant. The Lord help thee. 

Che.She told me fhe was going out to Supper; and* 
with that drew all heT Tram after her, except a few 
raw New-comers to attend the fair Stranger, Thofc 
pcepar'd a Bath for my Angel : I urg'd 'em to ha- 
flen it as much as they cou'd. Whillt they were a- 
bout it, this fweet Creature was litting in a with- 
drawing Room, calling her Eyes upon a fair Piece, 
which was the Picture oi Jupiter, who (as the Story 
goes) came down into Danae\ L?p in a Shower of 
Gold. I made bold to dart a Look that Way too,. 
and finding how like the Intrigue was to mine, I 
coiTdn't but be ten times the more tickl'd at the Con- 
ceit on't. That a very God mould transform himfciE 
into a Mortal,and privately fte.il through theTylcsof 
another Man's Houfe, and fo drop like a Shower into 
his Miftrefs's Arms. But what God, thought I, wns 
this I Why,nolcfsaGod than theThundcrer himfclf, 
who makes the Battlements of Heaven. And fhou'd 
Fle/h and Blood refufe to follow his Example ? 1M 
do't,and with all my Soui too. While thefeThoughts 
were working in my Head, they call'd her away to- 
the Bath ; fhe goes, me wafhes, (he comes back, and 
then they put her to Bed, I flood waiting for the 
Word ot Command. At laft comes one to me, Pri- 
thee de yn t Dorus, take this Fan, and cool the young 
Gentlewoman thus, the Time we are bathing. Where, 
we have done^you may bathe if you've a mind tot. 

Ant, I'd-a given the whole World almolt t'have 
feen that impudenjt Face of thine at that Time ; how 
you carry'd yourfelf, and how like a great Booby 
jou awjwg'd the Fin* 
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Che. The Words were fcarce out of her Mouth, 
but they all rufh'd out of the Room to the Bath, and 
fet up a Gaggle, as Servants do when their Mailer's 
Back's turn'd. Mean time my dear Lady falls into 
a fweet Sleep ; with that I cunningly caft a Sheep's 
Eye askew through the Fan. \Jhewing him how he 
fnPd] and took a fide-long Glance round the Room, 
to fee that the Coafl was clear. ■ - I finding all 
right, made fail the Door. 

AnU What then, brave Boy ? 

. Che. How ? what then, Simpleton ! 

Ant. Ay, Simpleton, indeed ! 

Che* Shou'dl have neglected fuch afliort, wifti'd- 
for and unexpected Opportunity, when it dropt 
into my very Mouth, I mull ha* been a very Eu- 
nuch indeed then. 

AnU Faith, Boy, thou'rtin the right. — But, in , 
the mean time, what's become of our Treat ? 

Che. 'Tisjull ready. 

Ant. Troth, thou'rt a brave Fellow." But where 
is£t? At your Houfe ? 

Che. No ; at old Harry Platters., % 

Ant. That's a plaguy Way off. 

Che. We muil go the fader, then, that's all. > 

Ant. But wonVyou change your Cloaths? 

Che. How can I ? Pox .on't! I'm quire banifh*d 
Home, for fear my Brother ihou'd fee me; and 
what's worfe, left my old Father fhou'd be come . 
out of the Country. 

Ant. Why then, e'en let's go to our Houfe, , 
that's the nigheft Place I can think of, to fhift your- 
felf. 

Che. That's right ; -let's away then, and lay our 
Heads together, how my Dear may be for ever 
mine. 

AnU A Match then. Exeunt Ambe.- 

The End of the Third Aft. 
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Act IV # 
Doria alone \ with a Casket un&er her Arm. 

AS Pma living Soul, as much as I can gather - 
from th$ Captain's Humour, I'm terribly a- 
fraid this Swaggerer mould make fomeDifturbance to 
day, and fall foul upon my Lady. Forasfoonas young . 
GJbremes t theGcn tie woman's Brother, came thither, . 
fhe askt leave of the Captain to have him admitted* 
He began to huff and be angry, but yet durfl not deny. »■ 
her. Betides, my Lady urg'd him to defire the Gen- 
tleman to fit down and welcome, becaufe (he'd have • 
him ftay there, for this was'nt a proper time to tell . 
him all fhe had a mind to about his Sifter. At I a ft, , 
with a dogged Look, he coldly bids him welcome. . 
TheGentleman ftaid,and my Lady began todifcourfe. 
This Captain fl^-r*/ imagining hehadbeena Rival 
brought under his Nofe to affront him, thought he 
would do fomething that mould plague her too. Hark '■ 
ye, fays he, go for Pamphila, to give us a Song. Byno 
means in tbeWorld, cries my Lady ; What Jhould Juch 
a Wench do at a Feaft ? The Captain being fet upon't 
fell to wrangling. Mean time the cunning Creature 
whips her Gold and Jewels into thisCasket, and flipt . 
it into my Hand to carry off; which is a certain fign . 
{he won't be long behind, as foon as fhe can getaway* . 
Enter Phedrie at a diftance. 
The. As I was walking to our Country-houfe up- 
on the Road, (as 'tis ufual with People when they 
are uneafy) a tb©ufand Thoughts came running into 
my Head one after another, which I took all in the 
word Senfe : To be fhort, whilft I was mufmg on thefe 
things, I pafs'd by my Houfe unawares, and had got 
half a Mile before I perceiv'd it; upon that I turn'd 
back with a Heart as heavy as Lead, — ^Yt?a\ ^*& 

\nsSs. 



$1 The E v n v c *r. 

j uft got by the way to the Houfe, I flood Hill, and be- 

J[ah to think thus with myfelf : JP&tf / /aw/? / be 
orid to flay here eight and forty long Hours without 
ber ? —What of all that P - A meer trifle — How a 
trifle f — What if I can't kifs ber Hand, yet 7/V very 
hard if I can't have one look at her? If I can't hive 
one, fur e I may have the other : T/j better to be alihoft 
diftanc % d 9 than to be quite thrown out vfthc Race. With 
that I went by on purpofe. Bat hold, what nukes 
Pythia run out of Doors in fuch a Fright ? 
Enter Pythia looking about 
Pyth. to herfelf] Where's this curfed, wicked" 
Creature- Wretch that I am ! Where (hall I find h im I 
Or where (hall I look for him ? — That ever any Man 
fhouM have thslmpudence to offer at £uch,aVillany T. 
Phe. Alas !myHeartmi(givesme ftrangelyJ^^V. 
Pyth. to herfelf.'] Nay, more than that, after the 
Villain hadabus'd the Girl, he tears her Clonths, and 
■drass her up and down by the Hair o'th' Head. 
Phe. How's this f \AMe. 

Pyth. to herfelf ] O that I had but the Rogue in, 
my Clutches row ! — How I would claw the Eyes, 
of the Whore V bird ! 

Phe. 1 can't imagine what great Diforder here has, 
been m my Abfence. — I'll e'en ficp to her. [Jflde.. 
to Pythia J Whafs the Matter ? Whither in fuch. 
hade ? Wkom d'ye look for, Pythia ?. 

Pyth. Hah, Mr- fhedrie / Whom look for, ft r 
ye ? a Curfe upon you and your precious Prefents- 
both together. 

Phe. Prithee tell me what's the Matter ? 

Pyth. The Matter, quoth'a ? Your Eunuch 

fiat you gave us, what wicked. Work has he made. 
here ? He has gone and ravifh'd the young Gentle- 
woman the Captain gave my Lady. 
Phe. /'* a maze.] What fay'fl thou ? 
Pyth. I'm quite undone. 
Phe. Ay, and drunk too, I think. 
Pyth Would the worit of my Enemies were as . 
4rmk as I am* D*r. 
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Dor. O Law, Pjtbia, wasn't it a very prodigiqu* 
Thing, ha ! 

Pbe. Thou'rt certainly mad. *— - Howis'tpoffi- 
ble for an Eunuch to do this ? 

Pytb. I can't tell what he was ; but what he h» 
done, 'tis plain. The poor young Creature is all 
in Tears, neither can ye get one Word from her. 
This precious Rogue hides his Head now. Vm wo- 
fiilly afraid he has finger'd fcmewhat out oWHoufe 
too, when he ran away. 

Pbe. Tis a Wonder to me fuch a limber-hamm'd 
Dog fhould get out of Sight (e fbon, unlefs he has- 
hous'd himfelf at my Father's. 

Pytb. Dear Sir, ftep in and fee. 

Pbe.Yoxi (hall know that prefently. {Exit Phedrie. 

Dor. O Gemini ! Prithee, my Dear, did you ever 
hear of fuch a horrid Prank before ? I never did. 

Pytb. Truly I have heard fay, thefe Eunuchs are 
great Admirers of fine Women, but can do nothing 
but flabber them over. But I, like a filly Jade as I 
was, never thought of this : If I had, I fhou'd have 
lockt up my Gentleman, and have kept the Girl far 
enough from his Reach. 

Re-enter Phedrie, dragging in Dorus by the Ears. 

Pbe. Come out you infamous Dog \ What, 

d'ye hang an Arfe, ye runagate Scoundrel ? ■■ 

Thou damnable Bargain, out of your Kennel. 

Dor. Good Sir ! 

Pbe. Do but fee what a damn'd Friday-face the Jail- 
bird makes ? How came you hither again ? — Why 
this change of Habit, I pray ? — What Anfwer, Dog? 
If I had ftaid but a Minute longer, Py/£/*, I had mifs'd 
o'th* Rogue, you fee he's juft equipt for the March. 

Pytb. O dear, Sir, have ye met with the Rafcal £ 

Pbe. Met with him ! Ay. 

Pytb. That's good Luck indeed. 

Dor. Ay, fpecial good Luck, upon my Word. 

Pytb. What ha' ye done with him ? 

Pbe. J>one with hira ! Can't ye fee before ye ? 

Pytb. Whom (hould I fee ? PbK 
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Pbt. This Fellow here. {pointing to Dorus. 

Pytb. What of this Fellow here ? 

Pbe. The fame that was fent to your Houfe to Day. 

Pytb. I dare fwear, Sir, none of our Houfe e'er 
hi Eye upon him. 

Pbe. Sure they were blind then. 

Pytb. Pray, Sir, can ye believe this to be the Man 
that was brought to our Houfe ? 

Pbe. Believe it, theDe'il a one elfc.hadl to fend; 

Pytb. Fie ! — there's no Comparifon.to be made 
between this and that ; for that other had a fine Air, 
and look'd like a Gentleman. 

Pbe. Ay, fo-you thought, becaufe he had got his 
gay Clothes on ; now. he hasalter'd his Habit, you 
take him for an ugly Creature. 

Pytb. Pray, Sir, don't perfuade me to't, as if there 
were no more Difference than that comes to. Why, 
he that we. had to Day was fuch a fine young Fellow, 
'twould ha' doneyour Heart good to have feenhim. 
This is a dry, decrepit, drouzy- headed Fumbler, 
and looks like a Wheazle.v 

P&.'Sdeath ! What Stuff's this— You've brought 
me to that Pafs, that for my Part I know not what 
I've done my felf. — Come hither, Sirrah, [to Dorus] 
Didn't I buy ye, and pay for ye ? 

Dor. Yes, an't pleafe ye. 

Pytb. Now, pray, Sir, Jet me have one Pull at him. 

Pbe. Do fo.. 

Pytb* Were you at our Houfe to Day ? (He nods.) 
Look ye, he denies it*— -He thaxParmeno brought 
was but iizteen. . 

P^.Well, I'll at him onc« again myfelf. Firft tell 
me how you came by thefe Cloaths. What, ha' you 
loft your Tongue I —Ye ugly Dog, why don't ye 
anfwer me ? 

Dor. One Mr. Cfowcame— • 
Pbe. Not my Brother, I hope* 
Dor. Yes, Sir. . Pbe. When ? 

Dsr. To Day. Phi. How long ago ? 

Dor* 
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Dor. Bat a little while. 

Pbi. Who did he come with ? 

Dor. Ptrmeno, an't pleafe ye. 

Pbi. Did you know him before? 

Dor. No, Sir, nor never heard of his Name. 

Pbi. How came ye then to know'twas my Brother ? 

Dor. Parmeno told me fo. — And 'twas Cbere* 
gave me thefe Cloaths. — • 

Pbi. Confufion ! 

Dor.— And put on mine, and away they went 
together. 

Pyth. to Phedrie.] So, Sir, who's drunk now } 
Twas I filTd your Head with Stories, wasn't it f 
Now *tis as clear as the Sun, that the poor Gentle- 
woman's ravifh'd. [JVeeps. 

Pb$. Away, ye Beaft. — D'ye believe one Word 
this Fellow prates ? 

. Pytb. A Fig for believing : The thing r s plain c- 
nough itfelf. 

Phcfeft ly. to Dorus.] Come a little this way ;. 

D'ye mind me, Sirrah ? Nigher yet. That's 

well* — Let me hear this Bufinefs once again. Did. 
Cbire* take your Cloaths from ye I 

Dot. He did, Sir. 

Pbi. And put "em on himfelf I 

Dor. Yes, Sir. 

Pbi. And was fent hither in your flead. 

Dor. Yes, that he was. 

Pbe. Oh Heavens ! this is the moft wicked hnptt* 
dent Dog living. {Aloud in * Pajion. 

Pytb. Alas Sir ! are ye not convine'd that we 
have been molt bafely abus'd ? 

Pbi. No Wonder if a crack'd Chamber-maid be- 
lieves this Scoundrel: [Angrily to Pyth.] But 

the truth on't is, I'm fbmewhat gravelt'd myfelf, 

[Softly.] Hark ye, Sirrah, deny all, or Til cut 

your Throat . [afidi to Dorus]— ^— Can't I rack the 
Truth out of ye to Day : Did ye fee my Brother 
Ckerea? [Aloud to Dorus. 

•7«r% 
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Dor. No indeed, Sir. [Fearfully. 

Pbe. I fee there's nothing to be done without 
Blows. — This way, ye Dog. — He hunts coun- 
ter. ——Down o' your Knees, and ask me Pardon. 

[Afide to Dor us* 

Dor. kneeling] Good Sir, I befeech ye forgive me. 

Pbe. Into your Kennel then. 

Dor. Hey, hey. [Runs out howling* 

Pbe. Faith, I cou'dn't tell how to make a fur 

Come-off without this Stratagem. If fo, the thing's 

pill cure. \Afide ] — D'ye think, ye Rafcal to make 

a Makegame of me ; [Aloud to Dor us. 

[Exit after him. 
Pytb, My Life on't, this damn'd Plot is of Par- 
meno's contriving. 

Dor. You may fweir it. 

Pytb. Ffaith f 11 pay him in his own Coin before I 
flecp. — - — But prithee, Doria, what would'ft ad- 
vife me in this Cafe ? 

Dor. You mean, in tht young Gentlewoman's 
Bufmefs! 

Pytb. Yes, whether we had beft keep it to our 
felves, or tell on't. 

Dor. In troth, if you're wife, take no notice of 
the Eunuch, or the Girl either ; for by that means 
you'll keep out of Harms- way, and oblige our Lady 
befides. You need only fay, The Eunuch has given 
us the Slip. 
Pytb. ril follow your Counfel. 
Dor. But yonder comes Mr. Cbr$mes y —yiy La- 
dy isn't far behind 'em. 

Pytb. What makes ye think fo ? 
Dor. Becaufe the Captain and (he were almofl at 
Daggers drawing when I left 'em. 

Pytb. Then away with the Casket, quick : — — 
I'll learn of this Gentleman what's to do. 

To ber enter Chrcmes balf drunk. 
• Chr. to bimfelf.\ Hey dazy ! — I ha* been finely 
fcubbl'd Pfaith.— This Wine has been too hard for 

me. 
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-»c. The time I was toaping, 1 thought my 

(elf as fober as a Judge, But when I came to try 

my Leg*, 'Sbud, my Feet nor my Head knew not 

which was to go uppermoft. 

Pytk Oh, Mr. Cbretnes ! 

Cbr. Who's that? Oh, the pretty, pretty 

Pytbia t Why, thou'rt worth forty of the Pytbias 1 
law lair. 

Pytb. And upo' my Word, you're forty times 
snore pleafant than you were before. 

Cbr. The old Saying's very true, If it toasnUfor 
Meat and geod Drink, tb* Women might gnaw the 
Sheets. ——But your Miftrcfs has been come home 
a long time, I fuppofe. 

Pytb. Why, is (he come from the Captain's then? 

Cbr. Oh, a damnable while.— ^-They were quar- 
relling like Dog and Cat. 

Pytb. Didn't fhe defire ye to follow her ! 

Cbr. No, (he only tipt the wink at me as fhe went 
away. 

Pytb. And wasn't that Item enough ? 

Cbr. No, Pfaith ; I cotfdn't tell what her winking 
and twinkling meant, till the Captain very civilly 
gave me to underftand it, by thruftingme Head and 
Shoulders after her. — But fee, {he's upon the back 

on's already. I wonder what Devil brought me * 

hither before her. (Enter Thais. 

Tha. to berfe/f.] I believe this heftoring Bully will 
be upon my back prefently, to take away the Girl 
by force : Ay, let him come ; if he offers to touch 
her but with one Finger, I'll pluck his Eyes out— 
I can away with his Impertinencies and big Words, 
as long as they are but Words, buti'faith if he comes 
to touch ourCopyhold oncej'll make him fmart for't. 

[Jngrily* 

Cbr. Ah Madam, I've been here a long while. 

Tba. My dear Cbretnes, 'twas you I wanted; Arn't 
you fenfible thisQuarrel was up©' your account, and 
the whole Bufincfs a Concern oV ywc*\ 
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-Cbr. Of mine ? pray how (o ? As if I had been— 

Tba. Whilft I'm taking Pains to help you to your 
"Sifter, andreftoreherto ye, I'mforc'd to fit down 
*rith thefe and a thoufand fuch like Affronts. 

'Cbr. Pray, Madam, Where is fhe now ? 

ffla. At home at my Houfe. 

Cbr. Hah f [concernedly, 

Tba. What's the Matter ? You needn't fear, for her 
> Education hasn't been beneath herfclf, or you either. 

Cbr. What's that you fay ? 

Tba. Nothing but the Truth. I freely give her 
to ye, and fhan't expedi a Farthing for my Pains. 

Cbr. I thank ye, Madam, and I fhall endeavour 
to make ye amends when time ferves. 

Tba. But have a care, Sir, you don't Lfe her be- 
fore you have her, for 'tis fhe the Captain is coming •■ 
to plunder us of by force of Arms. — D'ye hear Py- 
tbia, run in and fetch the Casket and Tokens, quick, 

Chr. dij covering Th&fo and bis Party.] D'ye fee 
!em Madam ? 

Stb. Where is't fet, Madam? 
a. Tth' Cheft of Drawers.—— D'ye move no 
lifter, ye Baggage? Exit Pythia. 

Cbr. What an Army has this Fellow mufter'd up 

*gainft ye f Lamentable ! 

Tba. What, Cow-hearted ! my Dear ! " 
Cbr. Pfhaw, I Cow-hearted I I'm as bold as a 
Lyon. [Struts. 

Tba. Ay, and fo you had need. 
Cbr. Ah, Madam, I doubt ye take me for a*—* 
ftrange Fellow. 

Tba. However, take this for your Comfort, this 
Fellow you're to deal with is a perfect Stranger, has 
lefs Intereft, lefs Acquaintance, and fewer Friends 
to back him than you. 

Cbr. That I know too : But Yisn't for a wife Man 
to ftand behind an Afs when he kicks. I'd rather pre- 
♦vent a Quarrel before-hand, than revenge it after- 
w*rd* ——Do you run in and barricade the Door, 
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whilft I run to the Piazza and fetch the Conftable 
to keep the Peace. [Going off. 

"Tha. catching bim by the Cloak.] Hold, Sir. 
Cbr. I had better go. 

Tba* Stand your Ground, pray.[ Ji Uli 'holding him. 
Cbr. Pray let me go, I'll be back again in an Inftant. 
Tba. Sir, you need not call any Help.— —Do 
but tell him ftie b your Sifter, and that you loft her 
when fhe was young, and are now come to the 
Knowledge of her : Then (hew him the Tokens. 
Re.enler Pythia with the Casket. 
Pytb. Here they are, Madam. 

tta. Do you take 'cm, Sir. [Chr. takes the 

'Casket.'] If he offers the leaft Violence, you may 
iiave him before hb Betters.— -You underihnd me. 
Cbr. Yes, very well. 

Hba. Be Aire you fpeak this with a good Courage. 
Cbr. Edad, and fo I will. [flruts and puts bis 

Arms a-kimbow. 

Tba. Up with your Cloak, Man.— Dear Heart ! 

I've pitch'd upon a Champion that wants one him- 

felf. {Afide.) Exeunt on one Side. 

Enter on t'other SidtThrtfo, Gnatho, Sanga,&reufftt 

with Link-hoys, Fire-forks , $bovels 9 DiJb-cIouts 9 tcc. 

Tbr. Prithee Gnatho, is'tfor a Man of Honour to 

put up fuch a notorious Affront as this? l*li die upo* 

th'Spot firft. Sitnalio, Dorax, Syrifcus, follow your 

Leader. Firft Til ftorm their Caftle. 

Gna. Very well. 

Tbr. Then I'll carry off the Damfel triumphantly. 
-Gna. Better and better. 

Tbr. And laftly, Til put the Jilt under fevere 

Contributions. Gna. BeftofalL 

Tbr. Advance, Dorax, with your Truncheon, and 

command the main Body. Simalio, command 

you the Left Wing ; and you, Syri/cus, the Right.—- 
Where are the reft ? Where's Captain Sartga with 
- his ragged Regiment ? 
San. Here, Sir. 

*fer. 
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Tbr. toSang.] Ye lazy Son of a Whore! D'ye 
think to engage the Enemy with a Difhclout ? What 
did ye bring that for ? 

San. Who I, Sir ? Why, I knew the Prowefs of 
my General, and the Courage of his Soldiers, fo 
well* that they cou'd never part without Blood and 
Wounds ; (b I brought this to wipe 'em withal. 

Tbr. Whereas all the reft of 'em ? 

San. The reft, with a Vengeance f There's only 
Sannio left to keep the Houfe from running away. 

Tbr. Gnatbo % do you fee 'em all in Rank ana File. — 
I'll bring up the Rear, and there give the Signal for 
the Onfet. 

Gna. This 'tis to be wife : When he has drawn 
*p his Men in Battalia, he makes fure of one Poft for 
his own Retreat. \Aftde. 

Tbr. This was alwavs the Freneb King's Way. 
Chremes ana Thais appear above. 

Cbr. D'ye obferve, Madam,what this Cut-throat's 
about ? I fee my Counfel wasn't amifs, when I ad- 
vis'd ye to barricade the Door. • 

tba. Pfhaw! This Fellow that you. take for a 
He&or, is as faint-hearted as a Town Bully. — — 
Bear up, Man. 

Thr./* Gnatho.] What had webeft do ? 

Gna. Had we but a Mortar now to play upon 
'em under the Covert- Way, one Bomb would make 
'em fcamper. 

Thr. difcovering Thais.] But hold, yonder** the 
.Enemy. 

Gna. Shall we give the Affault, noble General ? 

Tbr. Hold, I fay Wife Commanders ufually 

fend a Summons before they ftorm ; perhaps he'll fur- 
render upon Difcretion, before we make the Aflault. 

Gna. Oh wonderful ! what plaguy Things thefe 
Politicks are ! I never am in your Company, but I 
go away the wifcr for't. 

Thr. to Thais.] Thais, anfwerme the firft Article : 

When I gave ye Pampbila, didn't ye promife mc 

fQmzny Jhy$ to fliyfdf ? ?&** 
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Tb*. What's all that ? 

Tbr. That's a pretty Queftion ! — — Didn't ye 
bring one'of your Gallants under my Nofe? What 
Bufiflefii had ye together ? why did ye dink away 
with him from, my Houjfc? 

Tba. 'Caufe^twas myTfcafure. 

Tbr. Why, then deliver up PampbiU, unlefs you'd 
have her carried off by Force. 

Cbr. Deliver her torhee ! Touch her if you dare 
thou worft o f ■ ■■•■■ [Angrily. 

Gna. to Chremes.] Hah Sir ( have a Care ; not 
a Word more. 

Cbr. Do you prate Buffoon ? 

Tbr. Shan't I touch what's my own ? 

Cbr. Thine, Villain ! 

Gm. to Chremes.) I fay once again, have a Care, 
Friend : I fee yon don't know who you fpeak to. 

Chr. to Gnatho.) Won't ye be gone, ye Rafcal ? 
\H Thrafo.] And you, Captain Swalh, d'ye know 
what to truit to ? If you give us the leaft Disturbance 
here, 111 make you remember the Place, thcDay, and 
Peribn you affront too, as long as you breathe. 

Gna. to Chremes.; Poor Wretch ! I pity ye, that 
ye would provoke fo great a Man to be your Enemy. 

Cbr. 1*11 crack your Fool's Pate for ye, if ye ben't 
gone prefently. 

Gna. Say ye fo, Mr. Snarl? Are your Hands fo 
heavy? 

Thr.to Chremes.] Pray, who are you for a Man t 
What wou'd you have ? And what have you to do 
with the Girl ? 

Cbr. That ye fhall know prefently : Firft, I fay 
(he's Free-born. Tbr. So ! 

Cbr. And a Citizen of Athens. Tbr. How ? 

Cbr, And my Sifter too. 

Tbr. Oh Impudence 1 

Cbr. Therefore, Captain, (Jeeringly.) I tell ye once \ 
for all, lay Hands on her if you dare. — (to Thais.) 
Now,Madam, I'M ftepand fetch Sopbrona y lYvft^vxtfe, 
tndfhcwhcr the Tokens. G Tbr. 
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Thr. Why will you, Sir, hinder me from med- 
dling with what's my own ? 
Cbr. Yes, that I will. [Withdraws. 

Gna. /* Thrafo.] Bear witnefs, this Cbremes owns 
himfelf a Thief, he has cfoae his own Bufinefs. 
Thr. to Thais ] Do yotffay the fame too ? 
Tha. • Go look. [Withdraws. 

Here Thrafo and Gnatho ftare at me another. 
Thr. What flwll we do next? 
Gna. E'en let's march home again— ^By and'By 
/he'll coriie fawning like a Spaniel to beg your Par- 
don. Thr. Think yefo? 

Gna. Nothing more certain : I know theHumonr 
of thefe Women well enough ; when you will, they 
won't, and when you won't they wilt. 
Thr. Thoa haft hit it. 
Gna. Shall I drfmifs the Army? 
Thr. When you "will. 

Gna. to $ang&} Well Captain, yon anHyoars'are 
difcharg'd now like a noble General take your Army 
into Quarters of Refrefhment i'th' Kitchin. 

San?Tt oth, my: Belly chini'dCupboard above haff 
an hour ago. 
Gna. Well faid Tom. Trog. ■ ■ ■ 
Thr. Follow your Leader. [Exeunt Jbouting. 
The End of the Fourth Xcl. ' 

Act V. 

Thais and Pythia. 

Tha. en- {VYE <P«k in Riddles ftill, ye dirty 
tring. *"^ Quean ? \In another Tone mocking ber.j\ 
I know y I doti tknow, he's jted,. I heard on* '/, but was 
not /A*r*.HufTy, can't ye tell me inj>lain terms what- 
ever theMatter is. The poorGirl'sGown's rent.fhe's 
allinTcars, and won't fpeak. The Eunuch's fled too? 
Mat why ~WJut*i d$nc? — *What, no anfwer ? 



♦. 
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Pytb.Ahs, Madam, what wou'd ve Ha* me fay , when 
they all affirm 'twasn't an Eunuch that was here ? 

Tba. Who was't then ? Pytb. One Mr. Cbere*. 

Tba. What Mr. Cberea f 

Pytb. The young Gentleman, Pbedritt Brother. 

Tba. What's that yc fay, ye Witch ? 

Py tb. Nothing but what is certainly true. 

tta. Pray what fhou'd he do here ? Upon what 
Account came he hither, pray ? 

Pytb. I can't guefs, unlefs he was in Love with 
Pampbils. 

Tba. 'Sdeath, I'm undone then, all my Meafuret 
tie broken if this be true. Is't for this the poor 
-Creature bemoans herfelf fo ? 

Pytb. So I believe, Madam. 

Tba. How's this, ye Baggage ? Didn't I give you 
a particular Charge about her, when I went away '? 

Pytb. What cou'd I do fin' Cafe ? You order'd that 
ihe mould be wholly committed to his Care. 

Tba, Oh you Jade, you fet the Wolf to keep the 
Sheep : I'm alham'd to the Soul to be fo curfedly 
fool'd.— \Steing Cherea afar off.} But what Fel- 
low's that ! 
•Enter Cher ea at a diftanceflill in tbe Eunuch*/ Drefs. 

Pytb. 'S*t, Madam ! Patience, I befeech ye : All's 
■well, we have got our Spark in Lob's Pound. 

Tba. Where is he ? 

Pytb. 'S't I on the Left-hand. Don't you fee him ? 
m look there then. Tba. I fee him. 

Pytb. Seize him immediately. 

Tba. What can we do to him, Fool 1 

Pytb. Do to him, fay ye ?— -See, I befeech you, 
what a curfed impudent Look he has got.-—* 

Tba. I fee no fuch thing. 

Pytb. And with what Confidence, he comes to us, 

Che./* bitnfelf.] Antipbit Father and M)ther were 

both at Home, as if they'd ftaid there on purpofe, 

that I cou*dn't poffibly get in without beinf difco- 

ver'd. ThetimeJwasi'ui'Porch s anAcA\usaXax^t 

Ga tf 
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o' mine came that way. Upon this I takes me to 
my Heels as faft as I cou'd, runs into a blind Alleys 
then to another, and fo to a third. Thus did I dance 
up and down in a Peck of Troubles, to prevent a Dif- 
covery. - But hold, is that Thais f The very fame.— 

I'm at a plaguy ftand what to4o. Pfliaw, what 

care I ? flie can neither hang, draw, nor quarter. 

Tba. Let's up to him,— O good Sir Dorps, you're 
welcome home,— Pray tell me, Did you run away 
from us ? 

Cbe. True as you fay, Madam. [Looks Jimply. 

Tbr. And are extreamly pleas'd with the Vagary 
I warrant ? 

Cbe. Not fo extreamly neither, Madam. 

Tba. D'ye think you fhall come off fo ? 

Cbe. Well Madam, pardon me this one Fault, if 
you catch me in another, hang me up. 

Tba. Were you afraid that I mould prove a hard 
Miltrefs, that you run for't ? 

Che. No indeed Madam. Tba. Of what then ? 

Cbe. Why I was only afraid this Woman fhou'd 
ha* told Tales of me. [Pointing to Pythia. 

Tba. Why, what have ye done then ? 

Cbe. A fmall matter. 

Pytb. Impudence f A fmall matter d've call it ? 
Is ravifhing a Virgin and Citizen fo fmall a matter 
in your Account ? [In a Pajflon. 

Cbe. I took her for one of my Fellow Servants. 

Pytb. Thy Fellow Servants? I can fcarcekeepmy 
Nails out o'th' Eyes of him— ThouDevil incarnate ! 
A re you come to laugh at us too ? [In a great Fury. 
. Tha. to Pythia.] Keep off, you Bedlam. 

Pytb. Why, Madam ? As if there cou'd ha' been 
any thing done to me if I had pull'd his Locks for 
him, fince he owns himfelf your Servant. 

Tha. trifling afide ]— Indeed, Mr. Chen*, you've 
done a very unworthy thing, and which did not be- 
come^ ; for tho' I had deferv'd thisAffront never fo 
much, yet 9 twzs di/honourable for you to do't : As I 
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live, I know not what courfe to take about the poo* 
GMl you've fo broken all my Meafures, that I can't 
poffibly return her to her Friends, neither as I ought 
to do, nor as I intended, that I might ingratiate my 
felf among 'em by fo compleat an Obligation. 

Cbe. Now, Madam, I hope to fee a lading Kind- 
nefs betwixt us both : for from fuch bad Beginnings 
as this, oft the greateft Friendfhips 'rife ; and who 
knows but fome lucky Star has ordcr'd all this ? 

Tba. Why truly 1 interpret it thus, and wifh it 
from my Soul. 

Chi. And I beg it might be fo. Believe this one 
thing, 'twasn't to affront you, but pure Love caus'd 
all this. 

Tba . I do believe it, and therefore rather pardon 
it; for I'm not of that Nature, Mr. Cberea, nor yet 
fo infenfible myfelf, as not to know fome what of the 
Power of Love. 

Gbe % As I hope for Happinefs, Madam, I'm ex* 
treamlv taken with you. 

Pith. Faith, Madam, look to yourfelf then. 
tCbi. I wou'dn't hurt her if I might. 

Pttb. Ill trull ye no farther than I can fee ye. 

Tba. Leave prating, Fool. 
-Chi. Now, Madam, I muft crave your AMance 
in this gaeat Defign. I truft and commit myfelf 
wholly to your Difpofal, and beg your Protection ; 
kt me die if I don t marry her. 

Tba. But what if your Father 

Cb$. What, he r Tm fure of his Confent, 

could ihe be prov'd to be a Gentlewoman. 

Tba. Ifyoupleafetoftayalittle, her Brother will 
be here ftrait ; he's but ftept for thcNurfe that brought 
her up; and fo, Sir, you may be by at the Difcovery. 

Cbe. Then I'll flay. 

Tba. I think we'd better go in i'th' mean time 
than flay at the Door. 

Cbe. With all mv Heart. 
Pytb. D'ye know, Madam, what youVe going to do ? 
G 3 ^tb. 
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Tba. Why that Quefhon ? 
Pytb. Why ? Sure you don't intend to take tHit 
Blade into your Houfe again. 
Tba. Why not ? 

Pytb Truft roe for once, Madam, he'll, make 
fome new Difturbance. 

Tba. Prithee leave yourtatling. 

Pytb. It feems you han't made fufficient Tryafc 
of him then. 

Cbe. I'll do no Harm, good Mrs. Pytbia* 

Pytb. I'll not truft ye an Ace, good Mr. Cberea.— 
imlefs your Head were off. 

Cbe. But Mrs. Pytbia, thou (halt be my Keeper* 

Pytb. No, Faith, who will truft their felves with,- 
you, either to keep or to'be kept by ye I Away witfc 

jee-- 

Enter at a diflance Chremes and Sophrona. 

Tba. What Luck's here ! Heje's the Brother jufif 
upon us. 

Cbe. Alaska- day f I befeech ye, Madam, let's in;. 
I wouldn't for the World be-feen rth' Street in tfcit, 
Drefs. 

Tba. Why fo ? Caufe you're afham'd bn't ? 

Cbe. Yes indeed am I. 

Pytb. Yes indeed am I, fay ye ? For the young 
Woman, Cberea f flapping ber Hands at bitrii 

Tba. Do you go in, Sir, I'll follow ye. [E#it; 
Cberea.] But do you ftay here, Pytbia, to bring in 
Mr. Cbremes: [Exit Thais. 

Pyth.to ber/e//.'] What Trick now, what Mifchlef 
can I think of? — ^ How fhall I contrive to make 
this Rogue Parmeno pay Sauce for this damnable 
Cheat he has put upon us ? 

Cbr. Come, beftir yourfelf Nurfe a little fafter. 

Slopb. So I do, you fee. 

Cbr. Ay, but you don't advance. 

Pyth. to Chremes.] Have you ihown Nurfe the 

okens ? 

Ckr. Yes, all of'em. 

Pj/4 
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Pjtfit Pray, Sir, What (ays fhe? Does /he know 
'4m again ? 

Cbr. Ay, remembers 'em veiy well. 

Pjtb. That's good News in troth, I wifti the poor 
Gentlewoman well with all my Heart— Be pleas'd to 
walk in, my Lady has look'd for ye fometime. — 
\fixeunt Ghremes and Sophrona. 
Enter Parmeno at a dijlance. 
Yonder comes that precious RogueParmeno, —In the - 
Name of Heaven, how unconcernedly the Fellow 
folks it ! — Bat I believe I have found out a way to»- 
revenge my fel fort him as I would wifh. — I'll go in- 
and fee the Truth of this Difco very, then I'll come- 
again and/right the Rafcal to forae Tune. 

jE#/7Pythia.-. 
^ Pari *kne."\ JPm come tofeehow Cberea carries on- 
ids Intrigue, which, if it be roanag'd cunningly,, 
goodly, -goodly ! what Monuments of Praife are due 
to my Worfhip ! For, to fay nothing of procuring 
him the Perfon he loves without Trouble, Fees, or 
•Ghargts, when the Amour might have prov'd very 
difficult and coftly from a covetous Bawd, I've done 
jthat, which I think, I deferve a Statue for ; having 
{hewn this Spark a way to know all the Tricks and 
Cuftom of thofe common Jilts, that by timely notice 
he may abhor 'cm for ever after. When they're a- 
broad* forfooth, none fo cleanly, none fomodifhand 
genteel, none fo delicately neat as they : When their 
Ladyfhips feaft with their Gallants, they feed as nice- 
ly as poffibly ; but to fee the unfatiable Gluttony, the 
vile Naftinefs, the griping Penury of thefe filthy 

i fades at home,* how greedy of a Cruft, how eager- 
y they flabber, and fofs upon Brown-George out 
of (linking Pottage ; to know all this before- hand, 
may be the faving of a young Man. 

Py th. at the Door overbearing him.] Faith I'll be 
even with you for your Rogueries you've (aid or 
done; you fhall have fmall Joy, Sirrah, in making 
Sport with us, 

G 4 Enter 
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Enter Pythia, taking no notice ^/Tarmeno, 

Pyth. entring.] Blefs me ?What a bafe unworthy A- 
Aion'sthis! An unfortunate young Gentleman ( And 
Parmeno an ungraciousWretch,to betray him hither ! 

Par. What's in the wind now ? [ARde. 

Pyth. if berfelf.] It grieves me to the.Soul, Dear 
Heart ; Tleft the Houfc in Hafte, to get out of the 

light on't. What a dreadful Example do they 

fay they'll make of him J 

Par. Heavens,! what new Mifchief *s this ! Is mjr 
Plot come to this then ? — PH e'en fpeak to her. 
[Ajtde']— What's the Matter, Mrs. Pytbia ? What's 
that you talk'd of.? Who's that will be made an Exw 
ample ? 

Pyth. D'ye ask that, ye defperate Fool ? Why, 
you've quite ruin'd the young Gentleman you had 
Drought for the Eunuch, when you thought, I 
warrant, you had put a Trick upon us. 

Par. How fo what has happen'd— prithee 

tell me. . 

Pyth. I will fo.— You don't know then, that the 
Girl, that was prefented to my Lady to day, is a 
Gentlewoman o' this Town, and her Brother a* 
Perfon of Quality ? 

Par. I know nothing on*t. 

Py b. But fo it prov'd. And 'twas me that 

. your poorWretch ravifh'd When her Brother knew 
of it, a moft bloody minded Fellow. « 

Par. What did he do ? [Fearfully. 

Pytb. — Firftbqund him Hand andFoot,'t would 
grieve your Heart to fee it. 

Par. Bound him \ Damnation ! # 

Pytb.— Tho* my Lady beg'd all (he could for him. 

Par. What fay ye ? [Haftily. 

Pytb. Now he threatens to ferve him like a com- 
mon Horner, a thing I ne'er faw, nor wou'dn't for 
the World. 

Par. With what Face can he anfwer fo great a 
Villany ?. 

?yb. 



The Eunuch. 99 

Pytb. Why fo great, I befecch ye ? 
Bar. Why isn't it the greateft of all Villanies ? — 
Pray who e'er heard of any one apprehended for a 
Fornicator in a conrthon Bawdy-houfe ? 

Pith. I can't tell that. 

far. That you mayn't &y you don't know on't, 
this I declare, and forewarn you, that Vis no kfs than 
Mr. PbedrU\ Brother. 

Pytb. How ! prithee, 'tisn't he ; is't ? 

Par* ——Therefore your Lady had beft take care 
he comes to no Harm.— But why don't I break into 
the Houfe myfelf ? [Offers to go. 

Pytb. Have a care what you do, Parmeno \ You'll 
do him no good, and ruin yourielf into the Bargain, 
for every body believes 'tis all your Contrivance. 

Par. coming back*] What Courfe fhall I fet upon ? 
[Seeing Laches at a difiance'] Oh, yonder comes my 
old Matter from his Country-Jioufe. Shall I 

tell himon't, or no ? [ftudies.] — In troth I will, 
tho* I certainly know I fhall make a Rod for my 
own Breech. Neceffity has no Law, he muft re.- 
fcue his poor Son. 

. Pytb. You do well. — I'll go in.— Be fure you teU 

him the Whole Story from the Beginning to the End. 

Enter Laches. 

Laches to blmfelfl\ I always find this Advantage 
from the Nearnefso* my Country -houfe, tliat I'm 
never much tir'd with the Town or Country ; when 
I begin to be lick of the one, I fhift Lodg'ngs to 
the other.— But isn't that our Man Parmeno ?— 
•Tis he, as I hope to live.~— Parmeno ! who is't you 
wait for at this Houfe ? 

Par. turning Jbort] Who's that there ? —Ah, Sir, 
you're welcome to Town. 

Lac. Who d'ye wait for, ha ? 

Par. I'm Thunderflruck, 1 can't wag my Tongue 
for Fear. [Afede* 

Lac. Ha! What's the Matter? Why d'ye make 
fo ? Is all well at Home ? Prithee tell me. 
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Par. F\r& Yd have you be fully fatisfied of this one 
thing, Sir, that whate'er has happened, I'm as inno- 
cent as a new-born Babe, ^ 
Lac. Why, whafs the Matter ? 
Par. That * well ask'd, for I fliou'd ha* told you . 

that before Mr. Pbedrit bought an Eunuch,. 

Which he presented to this Woman. 
Lac. To what Woman? 
Par. Thais. 

Lac. He buy Eunuchs ! 'Sbud, I'm undone . 

then. What did he coft ? 

Par. Fifty Pounds. < 

Lac. I muft run- my Country then. 
Par. Then his Brother CbtreaSiM in -Love with 
a Mufick-wencht 

Lac. How ! What T Is he.in Love too ? Does he 
know what belongs to that Sport already ? Is Tie* 

come from his Poll to the Citv ? One Plague 

upon another ! [.Angrily looking on Parmeno. 

Par. Pray, Sir* don't you direct your Difcourfe. 
to me, I wasn't his Counfellor, 

Lac. Speak another Word about yourfelf, you. 
Hangman, and as I live.— But tell me the whole-. 
Bufinefs quickly. 

Par. Mr. Gbcrea was fent there inftead . of the- 
Eunuch, Sir. 
Lac. Inftead of the Eunuch ! 
Par. Very true , Sir ; and now they have appre- 
hended him for a Rape, and have bound him Hand 
and Foot. 
Lac. Hell and Furies f • 
Par. But mark the Impudence of thefe Jades. 
Lac. Is there any Roguery you han't told me on yet? 
Par. You v'e heard all, Sir. 
Lac Why. don't I break in upon 'em? [£#//Laches. 
Parmeno aJone'] I don't queftion but I've brought 
aa old Houfe upon my Head by this Day's Work ; 
and yet I coudn't poffibly avokht. — However, 
I'zo pWd that thefe Strumpets flail feel fome of 



The Eitwuch. ioi 

the Smart by my Means; the old Gentleman ha s 
fqught an Occafion this Half-year to make notorious 
Examples of fome of 'cm, and now, I think, he ha* 
found one. 

Enter Pythia. 

Pyth. to berfelf.} Tfaith this was the pleafantefl: ! 
Scene I e'er faw in my Life; to fee the old Gentle- 
man come blundering upon us in fuch a Miihke : I 
had all the Sport to myfdf, becaufe I knew hi$ 
Ailment.' 

Par. overhearing.] What a Plague's here ? [Afide. 

Pyth. tober/e//.'] I'm now come to fee for theFool . 

Bar mem, But where, in the name of Good- 

ne& mall I find him. 

Par* C my Soul, flic looks for me. [Afide.-. 

Pvth. to berfelftO ! I fee him, I'll be with "him 
presently. 

Par* What's the Matter, Mrs. Impertinence f ' 
tv*hat wo a'd you be at ? what are you fo tiekl'd at— 
What ne'er ha' done ? ' 

Pytti: O 'my Sides ! ■ I've almofl: burft my 

Sides with laughing at thee, 

Par. Your Reafun, pray ? 

Pytb. A pretty Queilion ! '- — Faith, thou'rt the 
arrantefi Afs I e'jer did, or fliall fet my Eyes on : 'tis 
utterly .naft'my Skill "to "tell thee what excellent 

Sport jthou Ijiaft made within. J took thee for a 

.cunning ingenious Fellow... 

Par. liow'sthis? ? ' 

Pytb. Had ye no more Wit than to believe pre- • 
fently what I faid ? Were you not afham'd of the 
Villany vou put the poor Gentleman upon, but you 
mod tell Tales of him to his Father ? How limply 
did he.lobk/think ye, when his Father furpriz'd him 
in that Difguife ? What, don't ye fee what a fine pafs 
you have brought yourfelf too ? " 

Par* Ha ! how's this you filthy Carrion ? Pid yt 
tell me a Lye, and.then laugh at the Wit ori f t ? D*yt 
think it fuch fine Sport to abufe us, ye Jade f 
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Pph. Oh, the fineft Sport i'th* World. 

Par. D'ye think you fhan't pay dearly for this f 
. Pytb. Perhaps fo. 

Par. Ay, faith ihafl ye. 

Pytb. I fancy as much. Thefe Threat* may 

tome to morrow, but you'll be hang'd to day for en~ 
tring a young Gentleman a Debauchee, and then 
difcovering it; they'll hoth have a pull at your Coat 
for this. 

Par. J*m a Reprobate. 

Pytb. Yqu fee the Reward of your Roguery, and 
fo 6ood-by to ye. Exit Pythia. 

Par. alone. J Like a fencelefs Fool, IVe betray '4 
myfelf, like Rats with their own iqueaking. 
Enter Thrafo and Gnatho at amtberpart of 
tbe Stage. 

Gna. to Thr.] What's in Hand now, Sir \ upon 
what Aflbrance or Defign came we hither \ What 
Enterprise next, Sir ? 

Tbr. Who, 1 1 111 eVn furrender royfclf to her 
upon Discretion, and e'en do as (he'd have me. 

Gna. How, Sir? 

Tbr. Why fhou'd I be lefs fubmiffive ta this Lady 
than Hereu/es was to Ompbala P 

Gna. A pat Example. — — wou*d I cou*d fee the 
Slipper flung at your foft Head too. [Jfide.]BvLt what 
makes her Door open? [difcovering Cherea.l what 
MifchiePs on Foot now ? —I think I never, faw 
that Face before ; —What makes him cut Capers 
thus as he comes ? 

Enter Cherea. 

Che. to bimfelf.) Come,my dearCountrymen, was 
ever any Man horn under a happier Planet than my* 
felf ? Not a Man, upon my Word , For \h plain, the 
Powers above, to (hew in me how great their Sove- 
reignity is, have ftnglcd me out, on whom they have 
ihowr*d down fo many Bleffings at once. 

Far. Why's he fo merry tro' ? 

Cbi, My dear Parmeno t 'tis to thee Pta indebted 
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for the Rife, the Advancement, and the Perfection 

of my Comforts. Doft know, my dear fwcet 

Creature's prov'd a Gentlewoman ? 

Par. I heard it by the bye, Sir. 

Che. — And that fhe's to be my Bride ? 

Par. As I hope to be knighted, that's admirable. 

Gna. D'ye hear, Sir, what he fays. [Mde. 

to Thrafo. 

Che. Then lam heartily plad my Brother's Amours 
are m fuch a happy Condition: The Families are 
both united now, Thais has put herfelf wholly under 
my Father's Care and Protection, and is wholly ours. 

Par. Then Mr. Pbedrie is like to have her for 
good and all. 

Che. Yes, indeed. 

Par. This too is worth laughingat, for the mighty 
Captain's routed. ' 

Che. Do you take C3rethatmy Brother may know 
of this as foon as you can, wherefoe'er he be.. 

Par. Til for him at home. Exit Parmeno. 

7br. So Gnatho, Doit not think I m gone to all 
Intents and purpofes ? 

G/ra. There's no thinking.otherwife. 

Chefea to him/elf.] Where (hall I begin firft ? or 
whom to commejid moft ? him that advis'd to do't, 
or royfclf that had the Heart to venture upon't, or 
the good Fortune that directed us both, and that 
brought fo many Circumftanccs of fo great moment, 
and'io luckily too into the Compafs of one Day ?— • 
Or mall I praife the the Indulgence of my Father ? 

Great Jove ! that doft poor Mortals Fate fecure, 

Grant that our Joy may with our Lives endure. 
Enter Phedrie. 

Phe. to him/elf.] Blefsme ! Parmew tell me Won- 
ders. But where's my Brother r 

Che. Here, at your Service. 

Phe. I'm extrcamly glad for your good Fortune, 
Brother. 

Che. I believe fo j and truly Brother, there.'* tftta 
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a Miflrefs more worthy to be belov'd than yours, 
fhe has vaftly oblig'd our Family. 

P^.Hey-day J Do you need to commend her to me? 

Thr. to Gnatho.] I'm quite undone : The lefs I 
hope, the more I love, good Gnatbo, I rely wholly 
upon thee, 

Gna. What wou'd you ha' me do, Sir ? 

Tbr. Bring it about, either for Love orMoney, that 
!<jnay cpntinue a little in MadarnT^wV's Favour. 

G#*..Thatwillbehard. 

ibr. You can do't I know, if you give JrourMind . 
te't : If ye perform it, command what Gift or Re- 
ward you pleafe, 'tis your own*. 

Gna. Shallitfo, Sir? 

Tbr. It (hall indeed^ 
. Gna. Why then, Sir, if I. do't I dclire to have- » 
free Egrefs and Regrefs into your Houfe, whether 
you be at home or abroad; and a Place at yourTa- . 
ble, whether invited or no. 

Thr. It (hall be fo, upon my Honou«v . 

Gna. Well, I'll make an Effort.' ' 

Pbe. WhofeTongue's that ?— O Captain, is't you ? 

Tbr. Gentlemen, I'm your humble Servant. 

Pbt. Perhaps yoajtnow not, what, hwhappen'd : 
at this Houfe. 

Tbr. Yes, Sir, I do.. 

Pkt. But what makep ye, fcouting in thefe Qiiar- 
fers thea ? 

Tbr. Under your Proteftion, Gentlemen. -r—* 

Phi. D'ye knQw the Protedion you*rVtoexpe&? 
Take this from .me* Goodman Captain, if I find 
you faunteringhere again in the Street, you muftn't 
think to (ham meoff with, 1 was hiking for a?r tend, 
ary Bufimfs/ay tbis way, for your'e like to have no 
mo Quarter. 

Gna. Soft, Sir, that's not like a Gentleman. . 

Pbe. I'll be no worfe than my Word, . 

Gna. Indeed, Sir, I didn't Uunk you had beenfo 
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Pbe. You'll find it jaft fo. 

Gna. Pray be pleas'd, Gentlemen, to hear your 
Servant Gnatb* a Word or two* and then do what 
you pleafe in this Affair. 

Pbe. Let's hear it then. 

Gna. Do you Captain, move a-little on one Side t 
[Thrafo Jhznds of.} In the firft Place, let me befeech. 
ye both to be perfiaded, that whatever I do i'th' Cafe 
is purely for- my own Sake ;. but if your Intereft. 
fhou d jump with mine, you're unwife if you donV 
follow my Counfel. 

Pbe> Out witlvt then- 

Gna. What if you took the Captain in amongft, 
ye teo ? : 

Pbe. How amongft us ? : 

Gna. Confider a little better, Sir. - — Why faith 
ypu and your Miflrefs live very high, for you're 
xis'd to an eaiiq fplendid life * you've but a fmall 
Allowance yourfeIf,and this Tbais will be requiring 
more. Now, that you may f apply her, and fave 
your own Pocket, there's not a fitter or more con- 
venient Utenfil than this BlunderbuO i'th' whole 
World : For firft, he has Money enough at com- 
mand, and none more prodigal on't than he ; them 
he'sra foft-headed Fool, and a half- witted Coxcomb, 
arid a fumbling Fellow, that fnores Night and Day. 
You.ncedn't fear the Gentlewoman's falling in Love 
with him ; then you may kick him out of Door* 
when you pleafe. ■ . ■ » 

Phe. /^ChereaJ What had, we beft do ? 

Gna. Then, Sir,' what's beft of all, he treats as 
high and nobly as a Lord.. 

Pbe. Ten to one but wc may have occafion for. 
this Fool fome time or other. 

Cbe. I'm of that Mind too. 

Gna. Gentlemen, I'm oblig'd to vou.— One Fa> 
vour more let me beg of vou, to admit me alfo into 

your Retinue I've teen cleaving of that Block 

long enough already. m 

J*M Wc grant iu tibw 
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C£/. And with all our Hearts. 

Gna. Then in requital, Gentlemen, here's to the 
fleecing and jeering the Cully to Death, 

Cbi. That's well. 

Pbi. He deferves it. 
* Gna. t9 Thrafo.] Now, noble Captain, you may 
make your Approaches. 

Tbr. And prithee how do Matters (land ? 

Gna. How ? The Gentlemen didn't know your 
Worth ; when I had inform'd 'em of your good 
Qualities, and given 'cm a Character of ye as your 
jnoole AcYions and Virtues .dcferve, your Suit was 
granted. \Afidi to bim. 

Thr. to Gnatho.] Well haft thou done. [$* 

Phc. and Che.JGentlemen, great Thanks do I re- 
turn ye ; I never was any where, but that all kind 
of People lov\J me moft dearly. 

Gna. Didn't I tell ye how Choice he was of his 
Expreffions ? Polite upo* my Word. 

Pbe. Now there's nothing wanting ; you may 
retire. 

[Turns to the Spectators. 

Gentlemen adieu, one kind Applaufe. 

The End of tbt Eunuch. 
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A C T I- 

Scen e, the Country before Chremes* s Door. 
Time, the fhut of the Evening. 



inter Chremes and Menedeme, with a Rake, &ci 
/ff oft bis Shoulders, returning from the Field. 

[Ho 1 our Acquaintance is but (nort^ 
(for it began, ye know, upon 
your buying this Farm here next 
mine,that and little elfe being the 
occafion of it) yet either your 
own Worth, or your Neigh- 
bourhood, which I cfteem next Door to Friend*, 
fhip, makes me take the Boldnefs with all Free* 
dom to tell ye, that you do not feem to live a& . 
becomes either your Age or Condition: For, 
in the Name of Heaven and Wonder, what d'ye- 
do with yourfelf? What wouM ye beat? It a 
Body may judge by your Face, you writeThreefcore 
at kaft ; I don't know any that is better fated* >ik 
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* prettier Effete, or is better ferv'd than you, and 
vet you manage all the Bufinefs yourfelf, as if you 
ladn't a Soul rth* World to help ye. Let me go out 
ne'er fo early in the Morning, or come home never 
fo late at night, there you're at it digging, plough- 
ing, or lugging fomething or other; in a perpetual 
hurry x without any regard to your Quality or Per- 
fon. I'm very certain you don't do this for your Di- 
verfion — » — Perhaps you'll fay, / bate to fee my 
Work go onjlonlj : Let me tell ye., Neighbour, if 
you'd bellow but half the Pains upon your Servant*, 
that you do upou your Ground, your Bufinefs would 
go on ten times rafter. 

Mened. Cbremes, ha' you fo much Leifure from 
you own Bufinefs, as to mind another Man's, that 
doesn't concern ye ? 

Cbr. Common Humanity, Sir, obliges me to be 
fo concern'd as I'm a Man ; and therefore you may 
take what I fay either by way of. Advice, or by way 
of Enquiry, that if what you do be well, I may da 
fo too ; if ill, I may divert you from it. 

Men, I have Reafon for what I do » you may do 
as you pleafe. 

Cbr. Can any Man ha* Reafon to torment himfelf ? 

Men. I have. 

Cbr. If there were any juft Occafion for this toy I- 
ing and moyjing of yours, I fhou'dn't be againft it 5 
but then I would gladly know what it is, and what 
ye ha' done to delerve fo ill of yourfelf- 

Men. Hey-ho ! [Wops. 

Cbr. Never cry for the Matter,, but whate'er f tii 
let me know't : Out with't, fear nothing, but de- 
pend upon me ; I'll either condole with ye, or ad* 
vife ye, or affift ye in what I can. 

Men. Wou'd ye needs know't then ? 

Cbr. For the very Reafon I juft (old ye of. 

Men. I'll tell ye then. 

Cbr. But pray, Sir, down with your Tooli the 
mean time, and don't tire yourfelf fo.. 
Jtfr/r. By no Means. Cbr. 
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Cbr. Pray what's your Defign in't ? 

Men. Ah f Let me alone, that I mayn't indulge 
myfelf one Minute. 

CM Indeed, Sir, but I won't. 

** \He forces the Rake* kc.from him. 

Men. Ah f that's not fair. 

Cbr. Blefs me ! what a Weight's here ?' 

Men. I deferve it all. 

Cbr. Come, come ; out with't now. 

Men. I have an only Son, a Youth. What 

did I fay I have ? Ah Cbremes ! I had one indeed, 
but whether I have now or no, I know not. 

Cbr. Why d'ye fay fo? 

Men. 1*11 tell ye, Sir. — Hard by dwells a poor old 
Woman, of Corinth, whofe Daughter my Son be- 
gan to be fo fond of, that it had like to have been a 
Match, and all this without my knowledge. When 
once I found out the Intrigue, I began to take him 
$o Task roundly ; and not with the Tendernefs that 
is due to the Weakneflcs of Youth, but eztreamly 
{harp I was, after the common ranting Way o&Fa- 
thers, I was every Day taunting at him : How now, 
(aid I, d'ye tbink to go on after tbis vile Rate, and 
hep a Miftrefsfo openly whilft lam living f No, Cli- 
nie, you're mightily miflaken, and don't know me 9 if 
you tbink fo : I fhall look upon ye as mine, as long as 
ye do wbat ye ought to do ; but if otherwife,! know 
wbat I ought to do, and you jb all find it. I know 
this is only the Ejfeft of too much Idlenefs. When I 
was at your Tears, I didn't give my Mind to Women, 
but was forced to go a Soldier into Alia to get a Live- 
libood, where by the War I got me both Riches and Ho- 
nour too. At laft Matters came to that pafs, that the 
poor Boy, hearing the fame thing preft upon him fo 
often, and fo gravely, was brought over; and think- 
ing my Age and Prudence better Guides than his 
own, he ihip'd off for Afia, and went Rcformade 
under the King of Perfia there, Mr. Cbr ernes.— 

Cbr. How's that, Sir ? 

Men* 
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Men. He ftole away without my knowledge, and 
r 'lias been gone a whole Quarter of a Year. [Weeps. 

Chr. You're both to blame ; yet what he has done 
jhew'd both an ingeniousTemper, and a brave Spirit. 

Men. When! heard of this Journey from fome of 
Tiis Intimadoes, I went Heme with a Heart full of 
Sorrow, my Mind half diftra£ted, not knowing where 
to turn my Head for Grief: I fate me down, my 
Servants all attend my Beck, fome help to undrefs 
me, others run to lay the Cloth, and get my Supper 
ready, and all mod diligent to afluage my Grief. 
At fight of this I thus began to mufe : Alas 7 muftfo 
many /meat and toil for me alone f So many ftrive to 
humour me? So many Women fp end their Time to a- 
dorn my Houfe and me? Shall all thefe vaft Expences 
iefor me alone ; for me, tohofe Cruelty has driven 
hence my Son, my only Son, who ought to have an equal 
Share with me, or more, fnce Youth can better relijb 
thefe Enjoyments f If I ft ill keep this Courfe of Life, 
no Plague too great can light upon my Head. Whilft he 
thuHives in Penury abroad, banijh* d from Home by my 
-Severity, Til e'en revenge bis Wrong upon my f elf ; 
Til labour, fpare, pinch, and f crape up all for him* 
With that I put my Refolution in practice ; for Fve 
turn'd all things out o'Doors, left neither Dim nor 
Bed for ufe, but pull*d down all : I turn'd off all my 
Maids, *nd Men too, except a few to till my Land, 
which were no Charge to me: I expos'd all to SaJe, 
and put Houfe to be fold over the Door : I raisM the 
Sum of two or three thoufand Pounds, and bought 
this Farm, where I toil and moil every Day. I'm 
fully perfuaded, Neighbour, I do lefs Injury to my 
poor Child, whilft I'm in Mifery as well as he ; nor 
ought I' to take any manner of Pleafure till he return 
fafe to be Sharer with me. 

Chr. I believe you are an indulgent Father, and he 
as dutiful a Son, if managed to the bell Advantage : 
But indeed you didn't know his Temper, nor he 
welly ours: And when things are fo, there's no liv- 
ing* 
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lag. You never told him how much you valu'd 
him, nor had he that Confidence in you which he 
might Kaveprefum'd upon. If this had been, things 
hadnever come to this. 

Men. Very true, Sir, I confefs; >but Tm moll in 
ftttlt. 

Cbr. In troth, Sir, I hope thebeft yet, and do veri- 
ly believe you'll fee him fafe home e'er long. 

Men. Oh ! Heavens grant I may. 

Cbr. I'll warrant ye* Sir. -~*~- This is Baccbuf* 
Day > and I (hou'd be glad of your Company at 
Supper to Night, if you cou'd conveniently. 

Men. I muft beg your Pardon for that. 

Cbr. Why fo ? Pray Sir give yourfelf fome 

little Refrelhment. I'm fure yourabient Son wou'd 
gladly have it fo. 

Men. There is no Reafon I that fbre'd him to 
kardfhip fhou'd fhift it off my felf. 

Cbr. Is that your Refolation ? 

Men. 'Tis fo, Sir. Cbr. Good Night t'ye, Sir 

Men. And to you too. 

Exit Menedeme with bis Rake upon bis Shoulder* 

Chremes alone.] I profefs he has forced Tears 
-from me, and I can't but pity the poor Gentle* 
man. — But as the Day goes, 'tis time forme to 
invite myNeighbsurs Pbania to Supper, ■ Til 

call in and fee if he'sat home. ■■ ■ . ■ ■ 

[Steps to PhaniaV Door and returns* 

Oh, I fee he need not be reminded, for they tell me 
he's at our Houfe already. ——I make my Gueih ftay 
for me now : Til in to 'em. *— But what makes the 
Door go ?— who's that comes outof my Houfe.— . 
I'll ilep a little o* one fide. [£fc rttires. 

Enter Clitipho. 
Clit. to Clinie within at Chremes*/ Hou/e.] As yet 
you need n't fear Clinie: they han't been fuch a while 
away; I'm confident fhe'll be here, and the Mef- 
fenger too in a wort time ; therefore fluke offthefe 
-caufelefs Pears, that & torment ye. 



114 the Sfit^ToRMBNTOR. 

Chr. Who's that my Son talks fo ? {Afide* 

Clit. Oh ! here's my Father, juft as Iwaswifhing 
for him ; I'll up to him. — — Sir, I'm glad I've 
met with ye. 

Chr. Why, what's the Matter I 

C//V.Sir,d f ye know our Neighbour Mx.Menedme? 

<M>r. Yes, very well. 

Clit. And that he has a Son too ? 

Cbr. Yes, I heard he's in Afia. 
'. Clit. No, Sir, but he's now at our Houfc. 

Chr. Indeed! 

Clit. I happen'd on him j aft at his landing, and 
brought him hither to Supper ; for we're been 
very intimate from our very Childhood. 

Chr. Your News pleafes me ftrangely. — What 
would I give now that Mr. Mentdeme had come 
when I invited him, that I might hare been the firft 
to have furpriz'd him with thefe joyful ty dings. I 
believe 'tisn't too late yet. 

Clit. O Sir, have a Care what ye do, 'twon't be 
proper. 
. Cbr. Why not? 

Clit. Becaufe he's in a great Quandary what to do 
with himfelf. He's but juft come afhore, and is dif- 
mally afraid both of his Father's Difpleafure and his 
Miftre&'s Inconftancy,whomhe loves moft entirely. 
*Twas upon her account that all this Stir and his 
parting from his Father was occafion'd. 

Cbr. I know't. 

CliU He has j uft now fent his Footboy into theCity 
to her, and I made our Syr us go along with him. 

Cbr. What fays the young Man to the World ? 

Clit. What, Sir, why, that he's the greateft 
Wretch in it. 

Cbr. He the greateft ! No Man lefs. Does he want 
for any thing that the World calls good ? His Fa- 
thcr*swell,hisCountryhappy,he has a (tore of friends, 
Relations of goodQuality , and a plentiful Eftate j and 
theft always prove good or bad, according as the 
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Man is ; they are Blejflings to thofe that know how 
to ufe 'em, but Plagues to them that don't. 

Clit* But, Sir, his Father was always a crofs old 
Gentleman, and I'm afraid of nothing fo much, as 
that his Paffion mould make him ufe his Son worfe 
\ than hedeferves. 

I Cbr. What, he crofs ! I'll fay no more,- tho' 

'tis convenient he mould Hand in fome Awe of his 
Father. [Aftde. 

C/it. What's that you fay to yourfelf, Sir ? 

Cbr, I fay, that however the Cafe flood, he ought 
to have (laid at Home. If his Father was a little 
more harfh than agreed with his debauch'd Inclina- 
tions, he fhou!d have taken it patiently ; for whom 
jhould he bear withal, if he can't with his Father ? 
Which is moll proper, think ye, the Father to live 
after the Son's Hum«ur, or the Son according to his 
Father's ? As for the Young Man's pretending he's 
hardly dealt by, 'tis no fuch Matter. For the Seve- 
nties of Parents, (I mean fuch as are not execflively 
fevere) are very much the fame ; namely, they won't 
fufFer their Sons always to be at the Bawdy-houfe, 
nor always at the Tavern 5 and will allow 'em but a 
little fpending Money ; and yet all this is for their 
Children's good. For when one's Mind is quite 
drench'dinto Debaucheries, all that he does will have 
a notable Smack on't. And, Son, take this for a Rule, 
Never to buy Wit> when you can have it at another 
Mans Coft. 

Cbr. I fancy fo. 

Chr. I'll go in, and fee how Supper goes for- 
ward. You know how late it is, therefore don't be 
out of the Way. [Exit Chremes. 

Clitipho */<wtf.] What unconfcionable Creatures 
thefe fame Fathers are ! to expedl their Children 
mould turn- Philofophers in their Hanging- flee ves, 
without fo much as touching upo' the Levities of 
Youth. They meafure us by their own depraved Ap- 
petites as they .are at prefent, and not as they were 
H Sot- 



u 6 The Self-Tormentor. 

formerly, — Well I if ever Heaven fend me a 

Son o' my own, he mall have an extream loving Fa- 
ther o' me : For he fha'nt be afraid to make me his 
very ConfefTor, and I'll be fure to give him Abfoluti- 
on : 1*11 not do as mine, who flily infinuates his Mo- 
rals by a Side-wind. It vexes me,— when he begins 
to be mellow, he'll then tell of all his old Pranks, but 
now he reads me a Lecture about buying of Wit, at 
other Mens Coft ; a crafty Gentleman i'faith ! little 
does he think that he haspreach'd to the Wind : My 
Miftrefs's Words flick more in my Stomach by half 
than all his Preachments ; Give me this fine thing* 
And buy me that : And. I'faith, I can't anfwer a word, 

There's none fo damnably put to't as I. Akho 1 

this Mr. Clinie has enough lying upon his own 
Hands, yet hisMiilrefs is well and modifhly brought 
up, and acquainted with the Tricks of the Town j 
but mine's an imperious, Craving, ftately Dame, 
damnably expenfive, and as proud z&the Devil.Whcn 
fhe asks me for any thing, I return her a Nod ; but to 
tell her I han't for her, is a mortal Sin. 
I did but lately thefc damn'd Tricks efpy, 
Yet all lies hufh'd and kept from Daddy's Eyes. 

Exit. 
The End $f the Firji Aft. 

Act II, 

Enter Clinie as from Chremes's, and Clitipho 
behind him at a Diftance. 

Clin, to him/elf.'] HAD there been any good News 
for me about my Miftrefs, I'm 
fure they'd ha' been here before now jbutl'm horribly 
afraid fomcbody has been tampering with, her in my 
abfence. There art a thoufand circumftances running 
in myBrain that rack'my Mind :• Opportunity, Place 
a wicked Mother that governs her, and that wou'd 
pawn her Soul for Halfo-piexs. C/c !• 
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Clit. Mr. Clini'e. — — 

Clin. What a Wretch ami! 

C//7. Have a care, Sir, that none of your Father*! 
Family drop out and fee you here. 

Clin. I'll look to that. But I'm afraid there's 

fome Mifchief towards me, for my Mind mifgives 
me ftrangely. 

Clit. D'ye ufe to judge of things before ye know 
what they are ? 

Clin. Why, if there hadn't been fome unluckinefi 
i'th' Wind, we fhou'd have feen 'em before this time. 

Clit. They'll be here in a Minute, Sir. 
*Clin. But when will that Minute come ? 

Clit. You don't confider that 'tis a great way off; 
and when Women, ye know, fall once to powd'ring 
and combing, they're an Age a rigging out. 

Clin. Ah, Clitipho, I'm very uneafy. 

Clit. Bear up, Man, — yonder comes Drom$ 
and Syrus both together. 

Enter Syrus and Dromd at another part of the 
Stage, talking together. 

Syr. to Drom.] — Say'ft thou fo my Lad ? Ha ! 

Dro. Juft as I tell ye. 

Syr. But hold.- — [looking about itim.] Whilflrwe 
go t wattling on, we've loft the Women. 

Clit. D'ye hear that, Clinie? Your Miftrefs will 
be here prefently. 

Clin. Yes, I do hear at Iaft, and now am come 
to fome Life and Senfe again, Clitipho. 

Dro. to Syrus.] Faith I don't wonder they lag be- 
hind, having drawn fo great a Train at their Heels. 

Clin, overbearing Dromo.] Confufion! Hour 
came (he by fuch a Train ? 

Clit. D'ye ask me, Sir ? 

Syr. to Dromo.] Troth we did riot do well t* 
leave 'em fo, for they've things of confiderable va- 
lue about 'em. — 

Clin. All's paft recovery. 

Syr. —As Jewels and fine Cloathi. — Befides, 
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tisfomewhat duskifh, and they know not a flep o' 
th' way — In fober Sadnefs we've done like a couple 
of Fools.— Pr' thee Drome, do you go back and meet 
*€m. — Make hafte ; What d'ye ftay for ? [Exit Dro. 

Clin, O curfed Misfortune ! how bafeJy have my 
Hopes deceived me ! \^fi^ e " 

Cliu What's the Matter \ What makes ye fo con- 
cerned now ? 

Clin. So c^ncern'd fay ye ?— Don't ye hear what 
a Train of Servants, what Jewels and fineCloathsflie 
brings with her ? When I left her butoncGirlto wait 
upon her, where fhou'd fhe have all this, think ye ? 

Clit* Pho f now I know your Diftemper. 

Syr. tohimfelf!\ Blefs me ! WhatadamnabieCrew 
is coming .'—-I'm fure our Houfe will fcarce hold 
*em all. - What a plaguy deal will they eat and 

drink, and how wofully our old Mailer will be put 
to*t —But hold, here are the Sparks I wanted, 

Clin. OhHeaveus ! What's become of true Faith ? 
Whiltf for your fake, Antipbila, I fled my native 
"Country like a rambling Madam, you have feather- 
ed your Neft finely at home, and left me in the midft 
ef all my Troubles. You, I fay, that are the Caufe of 
my fouleftDifgrace, and of my being fo regardlefs of 
my Father. Now I'm a/ham'd and troubled to the 
Soul, that he who read me fo goodLe&ures upon the 
Tricks of thofe Creatures, loft all his Advice, and 
was not able to make me leave her. But now it 
muft be done : When it might have been much to 
my Advantage, then I woud'n't— "—Not a Creature 
more miferable than me. 

Syr. afide ] Faith Mr. Clime has mifunderftood 

every Syllable we were talking of.- [To Clinie. 

Hark ye, Sir; you think worfe of your Miftrefs than 
file deferves : for as far as we can gather from Cir- 
cumftances, ihe's ftill the fame Woman ; and her 
Heart as true to you as ever. 

Clin. How's that ? prithee tell me. For I'd defire 

nothing i'th' World fooner than to find my Jcalou- 

McBfoUcly grounded. Sjr. 
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Syr. In the firftPlace, that you may be fare to know 
all : The old Woman that went for your Mutrcfs y s 
Mother was nothing related to her; and (he's gone to 
her long home. This -by chance I .heard Antipbila 
tell the other as I was coming a-fong. 

Clit. Prithee, what other was that ? [Haftily^ 

Syr. Good Sir, have Patience, and let me finiih 
my firft Story, and then I'll come to yours. 

Clit. Difpatch it quickly then 

Syr, To begin ; when we were got to theHoufe,. 
Dromo knocks at the Door ; out comes an old Wa- 
man : asfoon as fhehnd opened it, Dromo whips in, 
and I after him r the old Woman claps to the Door, 
and falls hard to work again And now was the rime 
or never, Sir, to learn how yourMiftrefs had fpent her 
Timein yourAbfencc, fince we dropp'd upon her un- 
awares ; And this gave an Opportunity of making si 
Guefs at their common Practices ; which give the 
' beft light into People's Humours. Wc found her in 
Mourning for the old Woman that's dead, I-fuppofe. 
She had no rich ot gaudy Attire on, but drefs'd like 
thofe homely Dames that have no Gallants to fee, 
nor yet dawb'd over with nafty Paintt but her Hair 
loofly difhevelled, and carelefly thrown about his 
Shoulders. Forbear ? [Clinie going to /peak. 

Clin. Prithee, honed Boy, don't feed me like a 
Fool. 

Syr. Well Sir, the old Woman (he fpun ; befides 
her, there was a Girl weaving too with patch'd 
- Cloaths, ill d re fs'd and very nafty. 

Clit. If this be true, Mr. Clinie > as I fancy 'tis, 
thou'rt the happieft Man alive. Didn't you- mind how 
fluttifli and nafty he faidthe Maid was ? That's a cer- 
tain Sign, Man, theMiftrefs is honeft, when theCor- 
fidant goes in Rags ; For 'tis always the way to fee 
the Chamber-maid firft, before they make court to 
the Miftrefs. 

Clit. Prithee, dear Rogue, on with your Story, 
but have a care of currying Favour bv vq\k FU^,, 
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Syr. You'd have a Miftrefs, Sir ; you'd enjoy her, 
and be able to prefent her too, but you wou'dn't run 
any Hazard for her. Really you're wondrous wife, 
if it be Wifdom to aim at that which can never be. 
You muft either take the Hazard with the Prize, or 
lofe the Prize and run no Hazard. Now, Sir, take 
which fide you love befl: Tho' I'm very certain the 
Plot I've laid is both well contriv'd and fafe :Fir(l you'll 
have the Liberty of your Miftrefs's Company under 
your Father's Nofe, without the leait Danger ; and 
then by the felf- fame Means I fhall find a Trick to nib 
the oldMan o'th'Money you promis'd her ; for which 
you've fo often deafen' a my Eais with your Duns. 
And what a duce wou'd you have more ? 

Clit. Provided it be as you fay. 

Syr. Hang your Provided* , can't you run the Ha- 
zard on't ? 

Clit . Well come on then, your Plot, how is'tlaid ? 

&yr . Your Miflrefs fhall go for this Gentleman's. 

Clit. Very fine ! — But prithee, what fhall we do 
with his own then ? Shall fhe be clapp'd upon his Back 
too, as tho' one wasn't enough to crack his Credit. 

Syr. We'll have her to your Mother's. * 

Clit. What to do there ? 

Syr. Faith, Sir, 'twill take uipnirzo Hours indeed to 
give ye the WbysubdWbereforis. Tis enough, that 
Iha'Reafonfor't. 

Cbr. Meer fluff ! I can fee nothing as yet to re- 
move my Sufpicions. 

Syr. Hold Sir. If you're afraid of this Plot 

I've another in my Head, which I'm fure you'll both 
own to be fafe enough. 

Clit. Prithee invent me fuch a one as that. 

Syr. That I will in an inftant. I'll give 'em 

the Meeting, and pray 'em to face about, and march 
home again. , \Zcornfully. 

CUt. Hah I What's that you fay ? 

Syr. I'll rid you of your Fears with a Vengeance : 
That you may be Aire tofleep found in a whole Skin. 
Is going off. W \ *£*&• 
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Clit. to Clinic] What had I bed do now ? 

Clin. What you, Sir, why e'en make good ufe of— 

Clit. Hark ye, Syrus, tell me truly what I mould da. 

Syr. Away, away, youll wifh you had, when 'tis 
too late* 

Clin. Here's a fair Opportunity offer'd ; make good 
ufe on't while you may ; you aren't Aire of having 
the like again. 

Clit. Why, Syrus, I fay. 

Syr. Bawl till your Heart ake, I'll on for all that. 

Clit. to Clinic] In good Earneft you're i'th' right 
©n't.—— But hark ye, Syrus, Syrus % I fay ; folio, 
Syrus. ■ ' . ■ - [Aloud. 

C/it. No, Syrus; I throw myfelf, my Love, my 
Reputation too into your Hands. 1*11 leave all to your 
Determination,butfeeyou difcharge yourTruft well. 

Syr. That's Counfel worth laughing at, i'faith : As 
though my Game wasn't at Stake as well as yours. 
If an unlucky Caft comes up, and fpoils all our De- 
figns, you'll come off with a Reprimand, or fo : But 
poor Pilgarlick muft meet with a dry Beating. Upo* 
ithis Score, I muft mind my Bufinefs very elofely. 
'But you muft beg this Gentleman to gallant your 
Miftrefs the while. 

Clin. He may be fure of my Affiftance : And as 
the Cafe ftands I am obFig'd to it. 

C/it, Oh, Sir, I'm cngag'd to ye. 

Clin. You muft take care Bacchis ben't out in hit 
Kvt. 

Syr. Oh, file has her LefTon to a Tittle. 

Clit. For my Part, I wonder how you coull 
wheedle her to come fo foon ; for (he fometinK? 
would fcorn the bell of ye. 

£ yr. I took her in the very critical Minute, which 
is the moft nicking Advantage : For who mould I 
find there, but a fneaking Captain paying his Devoir 
for one fingle Night's Lodging; fhe manag'd t) 
poor t)evil rightly with fuch Artifice, as to enflai 
his greedy Appetite by keeping him at Bay, and 
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the fame Time do a fignal Piece of Service to you. 

But hark ye, Sir, have a care of making any r*lie 

Step: You know how plaguy fli a rp-iigh ted yoTir Fa- 
ther isJn thefe Intrigues. And I can tell how hard it 
is for you to keep yourfelf within Compais. You 
mult have a mighty care of all double-meaning Ex- 
preflions, of calling, a SheepVEye over your Left 
Shoulder roffighing,fpitting,humming and jeering. - 

Clit. Faith Til adl it rarely. 

Syr. See that- you do then. 

Clit. You yourfelf fhall admire me for't. 

Syr 9 But fee how quickly the Ladies come after us. 

Clit. Where are they ? Why d'ye hold me Boy ? 
[to Syr us holding him-. 

Syr. You've nothing to do with her now. 

Clit. Righr,notbefore my Father.— But till then.— 

Syr. No, nor till then neither. 

Clit. Come let me go. 

Syr. JIM holding him.] Not a Step, I fay.. 

Clit. Prithee, for one Minute. 

Syr. That I forbid too. 

Clit. A civil Refped at lead. 

Syr, Get you gone, if you've any Guts in your 
Brains. 

Clit. Well, Pm goi*& but what mud Clinic do I 

Syr. Stay here. 

Clit. He has a fine Time on't ! 

Syr. Troop off, I fay. 

[C\it\pho walks on a It t tie o* onefidr. 

Enter at adiftance Bacchis, Antiphila, Dromo, 
Waiting-Maids, &c. 

Bat.ln troth, dear ?£///*>, I can't but commend yc, 
and think ye very happy, in being fo careful. as to 
make your goodBehaviour wholly anfwerable to yon r 
Beauty. As I'm a Sinner, I don't admire that ail the 
Sparks ofthe Town ihou'ddie for ye, fince your Dil- 
courfe difcovers the Svveetnefs of your Difpofition; 
For my part,when I come to confidtrthe Life and 
Gonverfation of fuch as you, who are not common 

i 
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to every Coxcomb,I don't wonder to find ye fo modeft 
and virtuous, andourfelves To very little like ye. For 
you 'tis the beft way to be honeil, but our Gallants 
won't fuffer us to be fo : Our Beauty makes 'em adore 
us for a while, but when chat's decay'd, the Sparks 
are mad for anewFace : So that if we didn't provide 
for purfelves in due time, we might e'en pine away I 
the reft of our Days in a Defart. For you, Madam, 
that take up with a Perfon whofe Age and Nature is 
correfporident with your own, he wholly keeps him- 
felf to yon, and by mutual Confent your Loves are 
made firm, and nothing can ever fepaaateyourHearts. 

fat. I'm little acquainted with others ; myfelf I 
know well enough, who. always take Care that my 
dear Clime's Happinefs fhou'd be the Foundation of 
my own. 

Clin, overbearing.] Ah, my dear Ant i phi la > 'tis for 
thy fake alone that I'm come home again ; for whilll 
I was from thee, all Hardfhips I was put to were no- 
thing to the being depriv'd of thy fweet Company. 

Syr. to CHiiphopeeping from bis Covert.]] bcMzvc 
him, Sir. 

C/it. lean fcarce contain myfelf, old Boy ! Is't not 
a plaguy thing to be debarr'd of one's Humour, ha* ? 

Syr. to Clitipho.] As far as I can perceive, your 

Father will make you fmart for't, if you ben't gone. 

ifar.What young gentleman's that which ogles us fo? 

Ant. feeing Clinie. J Oh, ——lend me yourHand, 
I befeech ye. 

Bac. For Heaven's fake, what, ail ye, my Dear ? 

Ant. I'm going. [Faint 5 away. 

Bac. Help. Alas, poor Soul 1 [Anti- 

phila recovers a/itt/eA How came this Fit upon ye, 
xnyPbil/ief 

Ant. in a foft Tone,] Do I fee my C//«, or do 
I dream ?• 

Bac. Who's that you fee ? 

Clin. My Life, my Soul i Heavens blefs thee.<-^ 

[{Embracing. 
A 
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Ant. And thee alfo, my lbng-wifh*d-for dear 
Clinie. 

Clin. How is>, my Dear ? 

Ant. Well, Aice I have got fon again, my Dear 

Clin, embracing ] And have I got you again, my 
Dear, within theie Arms? You, that I hive* fo 
paffionately long'd for. • 

Syr. Come, come, turn, in : The old Man and bi* 
£uppcjr ftays for ye. . [Exeunt omnes 

The End of the Second Aft. 

Act III. 

Cbszmss alone.- . 

*T*I S J uft ^ rcak of " Da 7 : , And why fhon'dn't I 
knock at my Neighbour's Door now, and sive 
him the iiril News of hwSon's Return ,tho* the young 
Man I fancy will hardly thank me for't I But when I 
fee the poor Gentleman take on fo extreamlv for b-s 
Son's leaving him, how can I find in my Heart ro 
keep from him this une jpecled Comfort,unce hi»Son 
will be never the worft for't neither ? This muft. not 
be, for I will affift the old Man to theutmoft of my 
Power.. And as I perceive his Son and mine help one 
another, all they can, and go hand in hand togethc r 
in all their Concerns, fo it k but reasonable that we 
their Father's fhou'd do one another all the good 
Offices we are able. 
Enter Menedeme on the one fide of the Si age with 

a Rake> &c. upon bis Shoulders. 

Men. to him/elf} Either I'm born under theFatali- 

ty of an unlucky Planet, or that old Saying's wortji 

nothing, that Time cures all things ; for this Abfence 

of my Son affliftaxnc every day more and more ; and 
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the longer he's away, the more I defire to fee him 
again, and the more I mifs him. 

Chr. to bimf$lf.]Oh 9 yonder's thqGentleman him- 
felf earning from Home; 1*11 to him, and difcourfe. 
~~ Morrow to ye, Neighbour $ I'm come to ye 
with fuch News, that I believe you'll be heartily 
deftrous to know what it is. 

Men. Why, Sir, have ye heard any thing of my 
Son then ? 

Cbr. He*sfafe and- found, Sir. 

Men. Where is he, I befeech ye ? 

Cbr. At my Houfe, Sir. 

Mtn. What, my Son ! 

Cbr. Yes, your Son. 

Men. Is he come then? 

Cbr. Yes,.indced. 

Men. My Boy Clinie come Home ? 

[Tbrows down bis Rake, Sea 

Cbr. Even (p. 

Men. Let's be going then. — — I befeech ye, Sir,, 
bring me to the fight of him. 

Cbr. Buthe wou'dn't for the World have ye know 
he's come back : He avoids your Prefence upon the 
Account of what he has done, and is now afraid 
you fhou'd be more fevere than ever. 

Men. And didn't you tell him, how I was quite 
another Man ? Cbr. Not I, Sir. 

Men. Why didn't ye ? 

Cbr. Becaufe if he finds you fo foft, and give way 
fo eafily, 'twill be the worle for him and you too. 

Men. It can't be help'd ; for I've been tooievere 
a Father already. 

Cbr. Ah, Sir, you are always upon the Extream?, 
either too profufe, or too fparing; you run into the 
fame Inconveniences by one as well as the other. 
Formerly you fore'd your Son out of Doors rather 
than fufrer him to keep a Miftrefs, who then was 
contented with a little, and wou'd have been glad 
joba\c fnspp'd at any tfun£ > Wx Yitoi (he was 
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forcM, by bis leaving her, to grow common, and now 
can't be kept without a Mint of Money, now you 
give him full Liberty. For, to* let you know how 
fhe is accoutred for the Ruin of Mankind ; ihe car- 
riei at her Heels no lefs than ten or a dozen Wait* - 
ing-maids, with a great Luggage of golden Trap. 
pings : Were a Prince her Gallant, he'd be put to't 
to maintain her. Don't ye think to do't I 

Men. Is fhe at your Houfe too ? 

Cbr. She at my Houfe fay ye ? -— Yiesj to my 
Coil, I've made but one Treat for her^pd her Re- 
tinue r and i' faith, if I make another, I mud be 
fbre'd to fun my Country. To omit other Charges,, 
what a curfeddeal of Wine has fhe confumed me by 
her tailing and Gpping only, crying, Good old Father, 
this fame 1Vine*is too rough ; pray, Sir, let's havefome 
that is more fmoothi I piere'd every Cask and Pipe 
in my Ce'lar, and all my Servants were as bufy asfo 
many Bees ; And this was but one Night's Work, 
what will become of you, then, when they'll prey 
upon ye every. Day r As I'm a.living Soul, Sir, I 
heartily pity your Condition-. 

Men. E'en let him do as he lifts. Let him take 
it, fpend it, make Ducks and Drakes of it, I'm re- 
folved to bear it, fo I can. but have him at Home 
with me. 

Cbr. If you be fo much fetupon'r, I believe 'twill 
be much the better Way to conceal your Defign, 
whate'er you allow him. 

Men. What wou'd ye have me do ? 

Cbr. Any thing rather than that you intended : 
Can't yon convey his Money by a fecond Hand, 
and let your own Servant bubble ye, or fo ? And 
the truth on't is, I have an Inkling that they are a- 
bout fome fuch thing already, and that they are con- 
triving how to do't moft cleverly. : My Man Syrus, 
he whifpers with yours, and the young Men they 
lay their Heads together too : And 'tis better to lofc 
a Pound this Way than a Penny \.Wkt% ^TWxAc* 
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much the Money, Neighbour, that is to be minded, 
as the Manner how to give it him with the leaft 
Danger : For if he once finds which way the Stream 
runs, and that you had rather part with your Life 
and Money too, than lofe him : Fie ! What a vaft 
Gap do you lay open to his Debaucheries ? So that 
your Life will be a burden to ye ; Fkr too much Li- 
ierty corrupt j an Angel: Whatfoever Crotchet comes 
in his Crown, he'll be for't without conlidcring whe- 
ther his Demands be reafonable or no : You'll never 
endure tqjee your Eftate go to wreck, and your Son 
fpoiled into the Bargain. If you rcfufe him a Far- 
thing, he*ll fall to the old Dog- trick, which he finds 
will work inoft upon ye, and threaten to be gone for- 
footh. 

Men. All feerns true and probable enough. 
Cbr. Troth, Sir, I cou'dn'tfleep one wink thisNight 
for racking my Head to reftore you your Son. 

Men. Your Hand, Sir, I hope, Sir, you'll 

go on as you've begun. 

Cbr. I'm ready to ferve ye. 
Men. D'ye know what -I mean, Sir ? 
Cbr. Let's hear't. 

Men. That you'd haften 'em in the Defign, you 
perceive they have, of getting the Money from me : 
For I long to give my Boy what he wants, and as 
much to have a Sight of him. 

Cbr. I'll do my beft, Sir, I muft take my Syri/s In 

Hand, and give him his LefTon, But hold, feme 

body's coming out of my Houfe* ■ » You had 

beft get out of the way, for fear they perceive we are 
plotting together. A little Bufinefs at prefent calls 
me hence, for my Neighbour?,S//w/ and Crito, have 
fome difference about fomeLands, and made me their 
Referree : I'll go tell 'em they muft not look for me 
to Day, as I promifed them : I'll be here again in a 
Minute. 

Men. Pray, Sir, do. ii*// Chremes 

Mcncdcme alone\ Blefs me ! what an odd Com 
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pofition Men are of! that they fhould fee further and 
judge better of other People's Affairs than their own ; 
It may be, becaufe in our own Concerns we are too 
much pofleffed by our Paffionsof Joy or Grief. This 
(imsCbremes now, how much wiferhe teems to be 
for me, than I am for myfelf ? [Going iff. 

Enter Chi ernes. 

Chr. U Menedeme at bis going off J] I have got 
clear of them both, that I may (prve you with more 
Leifure. 

Exit Menedeme with bis Rake, &c. tt/on bis* 
hbouMers. 
m Enter Syrus at a diftance. 

Syr. to bimfelf\ Well, Friend Syrw^take this way 
or that way, M#ney mull be had by Hook or by 
crook ; and our old Foxmuft be trapped too. 

Chr. par t/y bearing.}! wasn't miftaken I perceive,. 
when I faid they were about fome fuch denga. Cli- 
*/>*s Man is a poor dull Tool, but mine's a warper * 
he muft do the Bufinefs. . \Afide*. 

Syr. Who's Tongue's thit ? ■■ Zookers alii; 

fpoiled ? Did he hear me trow, or ne I \Jfide* 

Chr. Syrus r 

Syr. What, is it you, Sir I 

Cbr. What's your Buiineft here ? 

Syr. No great matter. " -You're brave Ma», 

Sir, to be ftirring fo early this Morning, after fuel* 
a rattle laft Night. 

Cbr. Why there was no hard drinking. 

Syr. No hard drinking, fay ye ? Marry, I think* 
you're heart of Oak. 

Cbr. No more of that. 

Syr. This fame Wench bf CItntYs is a good fort 
of a Wench, and pleafant enough. 

Cbr. Ay, fo I found. 

Syr. And, in troth, has a very good Face too* 

Cbr. So, fo. 

Syr. Tho' not comparable to the Women in your 
days i but really as the Wot\& $wi wii > taeTO w&axv 
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is very well : And I don't wonder Clime is fo defpe* 
rately fmitten : But he has a Father, a covetous mi- 
serable, griping old Hunks, our next Neighbour ? 
Do ye know him, Sir ? ■■ Becaufe he's afraid he 
fhou'd be ftarved himfelf, he has turned his poor Son 
out a grazing ; Don't you. know what I fay to be 
true ? 

Cbr. Ay, Why not— —There's a Rafcal deferves 
the Strapado. 
Syr. What Rafcal, Sir ? [Fearfully. 

. Cbr. The dull Rogue Climes Man. 

Syr. Faith, Syrus, I was plaguily afraid of thy 
Corpa. \Afide\. 

Cbu —.That fuffer'd all this.. 
Syr. What coa'd he do ?. 

Cbr, What cou'd he do ?. Why, he might have- 
fbundout fome Device, or invented any Slight to> 
have help'd the young. Gentleman to Money for 
his Miftrefs : And fo ha* fav'd the ftingy old Fellow* 
from all this Vexation whether he would or no. 
Syr. You're pleas-'d to rally, Sir. 
Cbr. 'Twas no more than his Duty, Syrxs. 
Syr. Pray, Sir, do you approve of thole that put: 
Tricks upo' their own Aiaiters ? 

Cbr. Yes, if there bejuft Occafion for't. 
Syr. Very well, iYaith. ^ \Afide. 

Cbr, Sometimes a. little Tricking faves a great 
deal of Trouble: As in this Cafe, 'twould ha' kept 
his only Son from rambling. 

Syr. Faith, Ican't tell, whether he's in Jeft or in 

Eameft : However he encourages me to that which 

I had a plaguy Mind to before. \AJide. 

Cbr. And now^ Syrus, why does the Fellow idle 

away his Time fo, till his Mafter be forc'd to march 

off a fecond Time, for not being able to defray his 

Miftrefs's Charges ? Won't he raife one Battery a- 

gainft the old Man's Pocket ? 

Syr. The Fellow's a'Fool, God blefs him. 

Cbr. You ihou'd give him one Pulli for the young 

Gentleman's fake. * ' Syr. 
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Syr. Sir, I'ddo't with all myHeart, if you*d fay but 
the Word; for I'm a compleat Mailer of that Art-- 

Cbr. So much the better. 

fyr.— — I don't life to fail, Sir* 

Cbr. Why do't then. 

Syr. But pray, Sir, take care to remember this, if 
ifcfhou'd chance ore Day to be your Son's Cafe, foi 
you know we are all fubjec"r, to Failings. 

Cbr. I hope I fhall have no occafion for that. 

Syr. Tcoth, fo do I; nor do I mention this, be- 
caufe I fufpecl: any fuch thing : But I fay again, if it 
fhou'd change to happen fo, that you mightn't.-— 
You fee he'* but young; ande'dad, Sir, if thatTime 
once come, I mould manage ye moft nobly. 

Cbr. We'll talk of that when theTime comes. Da 
you mind your prefent Cue. [Exit Chremes* 

Syrus alone.'} Well, I never heard Mafter talk bet- 
ter than mine upon this Occafion. I cou'd never ha? 
hop*d to have had fuch a large Toleration for 
Roguery. — But who comes out of our Houfe there f 
Re- enter Chremes with Clitipho. 

Ch. to Clitipho entring.} What Impudedce i* 
this, I pray ? Is this your Trade Clitipho I Do 
thefe Things become you ? Hah £ 

Clit. What did I do, Sir ? 

Cbr. Didn't I fee ye juft now with your Hani 
in the Conrtefan's Bofom ? 

Syr. liflning. All's out, I'm quite brokfc IJ/idu 

Clit. Who I, Sir r 

Cbr. Thefe very Eyes fay it : Come don't ftand r» 
a Lye. You deal bafely by the Gentleman that you 
eou'dn't keep your Hands to yourfelf ; for 'tis a great 
Affront to entertain a Friend, and. then play an un- 
der-hand Game with his Miftrefs* How ftrangely 
uncivil you were laft Night at Supper too ? 

Syr. You're fth' the Right on't, Sir. [To Chremes. 

Cbr. And how troublefome too ? That, as I'm a- 
living Soul, I wasmiferably afraid it fhou'd ha' coft 
you a Duel. I know the Humour of thefe Lovers 

\v 
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is to reprefcnt Things extreamly, which no Body 
dreams of. 

Clit. But, Sir, he has a mighty Confidence in hie 
and knows I won't (erve him an unhandfome Trick. 
Cbr. What (hen ? But you might ha' left 'em toge- 
ther a little while however : Lovers have a thoufand 
things to fay and do, which your Prefencc is a curb 
to ; I know this by myfelf j for I have never aFriend 
i'th' Word, Clitipbo, that" I dare truft all mv private 
.Actions with : I'mafridof my Superior, anaamam'd 
of ray Equal, left the one mould take me for a Fool, 
an<f the other for a Debauchee. «— • Suppofe it to 
be hb Cafe : For 'tis our Duty to know when and 
where to be complaifant to a Friend, 
tyr. D'ye mind what he fays ? [Afide to Chr. 
C//V. Ay, to my Sorrow. [Afide. 

Syr. Didn't Jf tell you of this before ? But you've 
play'd the part of a very ftaid and referved Gentle- 
man I [Afide, jeeringly to Clitipho. 
Cfit. Prithee hold your Tongue. 
Syr. Your i'th' right, Sir. 
Cir. I fwear Syrus, I'm afham'd of him. 
Syr. So I believe, Sir ; and good Reafon too, for 
it grieves me alfo very much. 

Clit. What ne'er adone ? [Angrily. 

Syr. Faith Sir, I fpeak as I think. 
Clit. to Chremes.] Maftn'tlcome nigfTem then ? 
Cbr. Yes, in a civil way, but not as you do. 
Syr. afide.'] Our Plot's juft finking, he'll betray all 
/before we get one Bag of Money. — — [to Chremes.] 
Pray, Sir will ye be pleas'd to take a Fool's Counfoi 
for once r Cbr. What's that ? 

Syr, To order him to withdraw a little. 
Clit. Whither, I pray ? [Angrily. 

Syr. Whither ? why whither you pleafe, make 
room for the Lovers, and take a turn the while. 
Clit. I take a turn ! to what place ? 
Syr. Pi(h ! as if ye wanted a place to walk in ; take 
this way or that way, or which wav you will. 
C£r. He fays right, rWYuvveAx'fe. Clit. 
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C//7. Confound ye for a Dog ! for fending me to 
theDe'ilsArfeaPeak. 

Syr. Keep your Hands to y ourfelf then amother 
time. (Afide to Clitipho. 

[Exit Clitipho. 

Syr. What fay ye, Sir ? What d'ye think will be- 
come of this Son of yours, if ye don't, with the ut- 
moft Authority of a Father, give him due Correcti- 
on and Inftrudion ? 

Cbr. Let me alone for that. 
# Syr. Ay, Sir, and now's the time you sauft watch 
him, 

Cbr. I'll warrant ye. 

Syr. Aye, fo you had beft ; for he minds every 
day lefs and lefs. 

Cbr. But hark ye, Syrus t tho' ! Ha f ye confider'd 
the bufinefs,* I told ye of ? Ha' yc founjdany. Plot 
according to your Mind yet ? 

Syr. You mean about the bubbling of Mtnedemty 
S't Sir \ I've juft now frumbl'd upon one. 

Cbr. Thou'rt a brave Lad : Prithee what is't ? 

Sir. 1*11 tell ye, Sir : But as one thing brings out 
another. Cbr. What then, Boy? 

Syr. This fam,e Baccbis is a plaguy Jade. - 

Cbr. So I thought. 

Syr. afide."] Yes, if ye knew all. ■ ■■ ■■ Do but 
obferve what a Whore's trick lhe's going to play. 
Here lives an old Woman ofCorirtb^ to whom his 
Baggage had lent above thirty Pounds. — 

Cbr. Very well J 

Syr. This old Woman's dead and gone, and left 
her young Daughter, whom flie keps in Pawn for 
the Money. 

Cbr. So then. 

Syr. Her has this Baccbis brought along with the 
reft ; and fhe's now in your Lady's Apartment. 

Cbr. Well, and how then ? 

Syr. She baits at Clime to lay down the Money, 
and then flicll give him the Girlfcr an Accmittance. 
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But (he demands the full Sum of thirty Pounds.— 
Cbr. Does (he fo ? 
Syr. Whoo ! D'ye queftion it ? 
Cbr* I did.— But what d'ye mean to do next ? 

Syr. Who I f Sir? I'll away to Mr. Mene- 

dente\ tell him that this Girl was fpirited away from 
Carta, that (he's one of a rich and noble Family, and 
he'll get the Lord knows what, if he'll ranfom her.. 
Cbr. You've mifs'd the Mark. 
Syr. Why, Sir I 

Cbr. I'll anfwer ye for Menedeme : TU have no- 
thing to do witb ber : What's your Reply ? 
Syr. Pray, Sir, fpeak more to our Mind* 
Cbr. There's no occafion for that* 
Syr. No oecafion, Sir ? 
Cbr. No, marry isn't there. 
Syr. Why, Sir ? I don't take your meaning. 

Cbr. 1*11 tell you prefently Stay, ftay, a little. 

What's the meaning of this buftle at the Door ? 
Enter at a dijlance Soil rata, witb a Rlgn on ber Finger 
and tbe Nr.rfe. 
Soft, to tbe Nurfe entnng] If T ben't mightily 
miftaken, this is the very Ring I fufpedl myDaughter 
had about her when expos'd. 

Cbr, What means my Woman by this talk, Syrus ? 
Saft. How is't Nurfe, is't not the fame, think ye fr 
Nur. Truly, Madam, I laid 'twas the fame, a* 
foon as e'er I faw't. 

Soft. But did ye view it well ? 
Nur. Oh, very well, Madam. 
Soft. Do you go in, and bring me word whether 
file has bathed herfelf;. the mean time I'll wait here 
for my Husband. [Ex : t Nurfe. 

Syr. to Chremes ] She wants you-, Sir, you had 
beft ftep and fee what (he'd have. I can't guefs why 
file's fo i'th* dumps : 'Tisn't for nothing, I'm fure. 
— ■ ■ I fear the worft. 

Cbr. Pfhaw ! What fhou'd it be ? She's only big 
with Fool, and wants to be deliver'd." 
&?&. Hah, my good old Mai\ \ Cbr. 
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Cbr. And my good old Woman too. 
Soft. I was looking for thee my Bird. 

Cbr. Well now, your Pleafure. 

Soft. Firft I defire ye to believe that I wou'dnt 
<do any thing againft your Commands. 

Cbr. That's very hard to believe, but if you'd 
ha' me, for once I'll believe't. '• 

Syr. This clearing hcrfclf aforehand bodes fome 
plaguy Mifchief. \Afiie* 

Soft. Don't you remember, when I once was big 
with Child, you ftridlly charg'd me not to bring 
it up, if it prov'd a Girl. 

Cbr. I fmell out the Bufinefs, you have brought it 
up then. Isn't fo ? 

Syr. If that be true, ^twillmake a damn'd hole 
in my Matter's Pocket. 

Soft. No fuch matter ; for I gave it to an oldWo- 
man of Corinth, a good honeft Neighbour of oura 
to expofe it. 

Cbr. Blefs us I Was there ever rach a Simpleton? 

Soft. Oh me ! What hurt have I done ? 

Cbr. What hurt quotha*? 

Soft. Indeed, dear Husband, if I have offended, 
'twas ignorantly. 

Cbr. I know this well enough, tho* you had ne'er 
own'd it, that every thing you fay or do is ignorantly 
and foolifhly. How many Blunders ha' you com- 
mitted in this one thing ! Firft, had you regarded my 
Authority, the Girl fhou'd ha' been made away 
withal, and you fhou'dn't ha' come with an idle flam 
of her Death, when ye did all ye con'd to fave her. 
But let that pafs, 'twas Fondnefs, and a Mother'* 
Tendernefs j I bear with't. But how rarely you've 
forecafted the Bufinefs ! And what were your Inten- 
tions ? Pray confider on't. 'Tis moft manifeft you've 
betray 'd your Child to this old Woman, either for a 
common Proftitute, or to be cxpos'd to publick Sale» 
I fancy you thought any thing wou'd fcrvc the turn,fo 
her Life wai fcv'd, But why fliou'd one trouble his 
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brought with her. 




The Self-Tormentor. 127 

'. How did fhe fay fhc had difpos'd on it ? 
\ Jufl as I order' d her. 
r. Wha t's her Name, that we may hunt her up t 
?. Philtere. 

*. The very fame : fhe's as furcly found as Pm 

lAfide. 
r. Come, Wife, let's retire. 
'• How things happen beyond myExpe&ation h 
s excreamly afraid you'd prove as fevere noir* 
ten you gave your firft Orders, 
r. A Man canjc always do as he wou'd, if hit E- 
won't afford' 4t : Now my Circumftancea are 
that I fhou'd be glad of a Daughter ; former- 
/as other wife. Exeunf omnes. 

The End of the Third A8. 

Act IV, 
Syrus alone. 

I am not very much miftaken, I'm in a fair 
ay to be utterly routed ; all my Forces are (o 
rably ftreightn'd, that I fhall never come off 
unlefs I find out fome way to keep the old Man 
perceiving this to be his Son's Miiirefs : For to 
: for one fowce of Money, or to think of topping 
1 the old Fellow, will be to no purpofe ; I fhafl 
z off nobly, and with flying Colours, if I. can 
pound for a Leg or an Arm. It goes to the 
rt of me, to have fuch a delicate bit fnatcht fo 

enly out of my very Chaps. What fhall I go 

t ? — Or what fhall I invent ? — I mull draw 

n Platform. Hang it, Diligence out doer the 

il. ^ Suppofe I go this way to work. ■ ■ « 

, that won't do.* Suppofe that way. - - ■— 

ill be all one.*— But I believe this will dot.— 
—Yes, beft of all — X hat, I ha't: I believe I 
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fliall on«e more come to the fingering of that damn'd 
cun-a-gate Money. 

Enter Cfinie at a diflance. 

Clin.rt him/elf.] From this Time forward nothing 

can happen to me that can give me any difquiet; fuch 

is ttie tiappinefs I'm furpriz'd into. I'll fo wholly 

ive up myfelf to my Father's Pleafure now, that 

'11 be for better than he himfelf can wiih. 

Syr. Afidi. ] I wasn*t befide the Mark, I fee ; the 

Gentlewoman it really difcover'd, by what I hear 

from the Spark.— [to Clinic] F-m 1 heartily glad, Sir, 

Things are fallen out (o favourable to your Defires. 

Clin. Prithee, honeft Boy, did you hear on't too ? 

Syr. .Yes, for I was by at the Difcovery. 

Clin. Did ye ever know any one fo fortunate- as I ? 

Syr. No, Sir. 

I ClinJutt me die if I'm half fo glad for my own fake 

s as for hers, whom no Bleffing can be too great for. 

Syr. I believe fo too. Now, Clinie, it comes to 
j your Turn to do us a fmall Kindnefs : You muft re- 

member your Friend, that his Bufinefs may be fe- 
1 cur'd too, and his Miftrefs be dill conceal'd from 

our old Gentleman. 

Clin, not minding bimJ\ Goes ! 
Syr* Forbear thcfe Raptures* 
Clin* — Shall my dear Antipbtla be mine then f 
Syr. Won't ye let me fpeak, Sir ? 
Clin. What wou'dft have me do, old Soul ? I'm 
fo tranfported, prithee bear with me. 
Syr. Faith fo I will, but fore againft my Will. 
C\m.ftillnot minding bin*] Wc (hall live as happy 
as the Gods. 
j : Syr* I fee my Labour's loft. 

Clin. Now ipeak, I'm ready. 
Syr. But by and by you won't. 
% CHm. Yes, but I will. 
; Syr. I tell ye, Sir, there's fome Care to be taken, 

= thit your Friend's Bufinefs be fecur'd. Now, if you 

;; go away and leave Baubis at our Houfe, my old 
/ Matter 
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Mafter will immediately find her to be my Son'sMi- 
ftrefs ; but if ye take her along with ye, the Intrigue 
will be as much i'th* dark as ever 'twas. 

Clin. Ah, but Syrus, nothing makes more againft 
my Wedding than this ; for with what Face can I 
fpeak on't to my Father ; Do you mind what I fay ? 

Syr. Yes. 

Clin. What (hall I fay to him ? what Excufe can 
I pretend ? 

Syr. What ? ■ ■ I wouldn't have you fay one 
word of untruth; but e'en plainly tell him the whole 
Bulinefs. Clin. How I 

Syr* I'd have you tell him your Paffion for Anli- 
fbila, and that you'd needs marry her ; but that 
this B&ccbis is Clitipbis Miftrefs. 

Clin. You demand of me nothing but what is j aft, 
reafonable and eafy ; I fuppofe you'd have me beg ray 
Father to keep all from your old Gentleman. 

Syr. You miftakemc \ I'd ha* your Father tellhiin 
the whole Story direftly, from top to bottom. 

Clin. How f Are you mad or drunk ? In troth, 
you'll plainly ruin him : Prithee tell me how he can 
have bis Bufinefs fecur'd, as ye fay ? 

Syr. Oh, I reckon this a Mafter-piece of my Cun- 
ning ; in this Plot I triumph in having that mighty 
Knack and Faculty at juggling as to cheat both of 
them, by telling the Truth : So that when your old 
Gentleman mall tell our old Gentleman of his Son's 
Miftrefs, he mail laugh at it. 

Clin. So you once more deftroy all my hopes of 
Matrimony ; for as long as Cbr ernes believes her to 
be my Miftrefs : he'll never venture his Daughter 
upon me. Perhaps you don't care whether I fink or 
fwim, fo you can but ferve Clitifibo's turn. 

Syr. What a Pox \ D'ye think I'd have ye z€t the 
Cbeats for ever ? One day ferve my turn, till IVe fin- 
ger'd theMoney, that's all; not a bit longer do I define. 

Clin. Will one Day ferve ? But what if his Father 
ftWd find out all i'th' mean time I 
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Syr. Right ! And what if the Sky fhoud fall I 

t /in. I dread what will come on't. 

Syr. Dread ! A Fiddle- (lick I As if you weren't 
able to flip your Neck out o' the Collar when you 
pleafe ; you may clear all by making a full difcovcry. 

C/iru Well, come on then, let Baccbis be brought 
ever then. 

Syr. That's very well .——Here fhe comes. 
Enter Bacchis and Phrygia. 

Bac. /* Phrygia, entring.] Ffaith, this Rogue's im- 
pudentPretences have brought me hither to a fair pur* 
pofe, in hopes of the thirty Guineas hepromifed me : 
And if he fools me now, he fhall fawn and cringe till 
his Heart ake for me, to come hither again, and I'll 
not do't : Or elfe I'll make an Affignation, and ap- 
point a time ^ which he'll be fure to tell his Matter 
of) and when C/itipbo** Mind is big with Expecta- 
tion, I'll baffle 'em, and not come at all; and then 
Syrus's Back fhall foundly fmart for't. 

Clin, overhearing.'] She promifes very h\r\y 9 Syrus* 

Syr. D'ye think fhe's in jeft, Sir ? fhcll as fairly 
perform it, if I don't look to my Hits. 

Bac. to Phrygia ] They're in a dead flccp fure; but 
I'll roufe them with a Vengeance. Hark ye, 

Pbrygi*, did you take notice of CbarinSs Houfe 
which the Man fliew'd us juft now. 

Phr. I did, Madam. 

Bac* 'Tis the very next Houfe on the Right-hand. 

Pbr. I remember it. 

Bac. Hie you hither, full fpeed : For the Captain 
» juft now with Qbarine at Baccbis** Feaft. 

Syr. What the Devil's to do now? {Afide. 

Bac. Tell him I'm here fore agatnft my WU1, and 
am kept byi Force : But I'll have a trick to get rid of 
'cm, and come to him (trait. [Phrygia going off* 

Syr. *Sdcath ! I'm at my laft Prayers. . \Jfide* 
Stay, Madam, flay, where are you fending her, I 
btfeech ye ? Call her back. 

Btc. >Phrygia.] Get you gone, I by* 

8jr. 
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Syr. The Guineas are juft ready. Madam ? 

Bac. Then I'll day. [Phrygia returns. 

Syr. You ftiall receive them in a Minute. 

Bac. As you pleafe for that : D'ye fee me in fuck 
hafte for 'em ? 

Syr. Pray, Madam, do you know what you are 
to do ? Bac. What ? 

Syr. You muft juft ftep over to Mencdem£s t and 
all your Train muft go too. 

Bac.Ye impudent Dog, what d'ye mean ^Angrily. 

Syr. To coin Money for your Ladyfhip's Ufe ? 

Bac.jyye think me a fit Perfon to play upon thus ? 

Syr. No, I'm in Earneft, Madam. 

Bac. Have I any Buftnefs with you there ? 

tyr.No,Madam,but there Til pay you the Money? 

Bac. Let's be going then. 

Sj$. Come this Way, Madam. 

Exit Bacchis, kiwthy GlinietfW Phrygia. 

Syr. Soho, Dromo. 

Enter Dfomo. 

Z)r*. Who calls r Sjfr. *Tis I. 

/)rj. What's the Matter > 

Syr. Bring over all Baccbish Servants to your 
Houfe quickly. Dro. Why fo, tho'? 

Sjr.Don*t ftand to ask Queftions, let *em cany afl 
their Baggage with 'em too : The old Gentleman 
will think his Charge is lefien'd as foon as his Houfe * 
is clear o'th' Lumber : Faith, he little thinks ho 
ftiall pay Sauce for't at the long Run : And you. 
Drome, if you have any Wit, take not the kaft No* 
lice of what you know. 

Dro. You'll fay, I'm a perfect Mute. 

Exit Dromo, and prefently re-enters with Bacchis 1 / 

Servants^ and their Luggage, crofting the Stage. * 
After them enter Chremes. 

Chr. to bim/e//.] As I'm a Sinner, I can*t but Pity 
my poor Neighbour's Cafe, to fee him under fuck 
great Misfortunes, as to be fore'd to maintain this 
Creature, with all her Family tt Viet %*&. Yt& W 

I 2 XY&fcV 
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rsficd he won't feci much for a Week or fo, 'caufe 
of hU longing Defire to fee his Son. But when he 
•nee conies to find fuch a vaft Charge to continue 
{bily, and that there will be no End on't, he'll wifh 
his Boy at the furtheft indict*— — Oh, here is Byrus 
very feafonably. ' ,? 

Syr. Why dont' I hoard him ? \Afide* 

Syr. Ha, Sir! 

Cbr. What makes ye fo merry ? 

Sjr. I've wifli'd for ye this half Hoi*. 
..■ Cbr. I fancy you've been tampering with the old 
^ Gentleman about fomewhat. 
k Syr. You mean that which we difcouiVd of juft 
mow. ' No Joiner faid, but done. r 

Cbr. la good Earncft I 

Syr. Yes, Sir, in good Earneft. 

fibr. . Faith I can't forbear ftroking thee. Come 
hither ye little Rogue, I'll remember thee for this : 
E'dadlwiff. 

Syr. Ah, Sir, if you knew how prettily it jtrmpM 
into my Brain 

Cbr. . Pho ! D'ye pride yourfelf 'caufe of your 
good Luck ? 

2r. Troth, not I : I only fpeak the Truth, 
fcr. Let's hear't then. 
Syr. Clinic has told his Father that Baccbis it 
■ your Son's Miflrefs; and that he brought her hi- 
ther only, to caft a Mift before your Eyes. 
Cbr.' Very well! 

Syr. Pray tell me what ye dunk on't. 
Cbr. 'Twas admirable, I fwear. 
Syr. afidc.'} Ay, if you knew all. — — But mark 

what Ploti behind. Then Clinic tells him he 

has ftcn your Daughter, is much taken with her, 
and has a Mind to marry her. 
. cbr r .What he that we've juft found to be ours ? 

" Syr. Yes, Sir. And he'll defire his Father to 

get your Confent. 
Cir. Why fo, Syrus, ldouH\mAw^tA%x^^t^ 
An fort. **• 
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Syr. Pfhaw ! you're fo dull of Apprehenfion. 

Cbr* Like enoughs 

Syr. His Father is to give him Money for the 
Wedding, to you take me, Sir ? 

Cbr. To buy Jiim a Wedding-Suit; I warrantr i 

$yr. Right, right. 

Cbr. But I neither give him my Daughter, no* 
my Promife. 

Syr. No, Sir, why not T 

Cbr. Wliy not, fay ye ? D'ye think F1I marry her 

Syr. As you pleafe for that r I didn't fay you fhon'd 
let him have her for good and all; but only pretend it. 

Cbr. I hate fuch Pretences.— Plot as ydu pleafe, 
fo as you don't make me one of the Plot. Shall I 
promife to give my Daughter, when I don't intend 
to do any fuch thing ? 

Syr. I was in hopes you might. 
. Cbr. Not a Bit on't. 

Syr. In troth it m?ght ha'been done cleverly ; I 
had ne'er undertook it, hadn't you urg'd me to't. 

Cbr. I grant it. 

Sin Buthowever, Sir, my Intentions were good. 

C$r. r&ha r ye by all means do your bell to cheat Afr- 

utdemty but then I'd ha'ye go another Way to work. 

Syr. So I will, Sir, we'll find out one. — But for 
the Money I told ve your Daughter owes toBaccbis. 
that muft be paia down upo'th Nail. Neither will 
you. (I prefume) fhift it oft by faying, What is't to 
me? Didjhe lend me the Money? Jras it done by my 
Orders ? What bad Jbe to do to pawn my Daughter 
without my Content? As for that, the old Saying's 
true, You may have much Law o* your Side, and but 
little Equity. 

Cbr. Til ha' none of thefe Shifts. 

Syr.Tho' others may do't, yet 'twonWook weli m 
you, for the whole Town counts you a rich Man, 
and very well to pafs i'th* World. 

Ck. Weli tfceji, til 50 and }»y tfce Money rayfclf. 

' * * 3 "■"- ; .■'■ w- 
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Syr. You'd better order your Son to do that 
Cbr. Why fo ? 

Syr. Becaufe he now goes under the Name of her 
Gallant. ^ Cbr. What of all that ? 

Syr. Why, if he carry'thimfelf,the thing will look 
as if it had fomething of Truth in't : And by that 
means I fhall the more dexteroufly bring about my 
©wn Defign too.— Oh, yondcr's the Man, you'd 
bell ftcp in an<J fetch the Money. . 
Cbr. So I will [Exit Chremei. 

Enter Clitipho at another Part of the Stage. 
CWttebimfey.] There's nothing fo-eafy, but it he- 
roines hard to an unwilling Mind: This very Walk I 
have taken, tho* but a little one, yet how faint 't hat 
made me. And now, I dread nothing fo much as to 
he fent on another Fool's Errand, and not fuffer'd to 
come nigh my dear Bacebis—[t$ Syrus.JNowall th« 
Gods confound thee for a Rogue, and all thy fine 
Tricks and Inventions !— -Thou art always fram- 
ing fome damn d Villany to plague me withal. ' 

[Jhgrify. 

Syr. Keep your Curfes to yourfelr (if you go to 

that) I'm fure your foolifh Ill-nature had like to ha* 

brought my Neck to a Halter. [Hujfingly. 

Ciit. O'my Soul, I wifh it had ; I'm fure 'twas n» 

more than you deferv'd. 

Syr. Than I deferv'd ? How fo, pray ? I'm 

glad I know fbmuch of your Mind before ye received 
the Money I juft got ready for ye. 

Clit. What cou'd I have faid lefs t ye r You went 
and brought my Miftrefs hither, and then not fuffer 
me to come nigh her. 

Syr. Well, I ha' done, lam cool again.—— But 
oan you guefs where your Miftrcfs is I 
Clit. Why, at our Houfe } 
Syr. No but flie isn't. 
Clit. Where then, pray I 
Syr. At Mr. C/im'e% 
QAf. All's gone. 
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Syr. Courage, Sir ; you yourfelf fhall go to her 
with the Money promis'd her prefently. 

C//7.ThouprateftlikeaFool ; Where fhou'd I ha't ? 

Syr* From your own Daddy. 

CJit. You only banter me. - [Smilingly. 

Syr. You'll foon fee that. 

C/ff. Nay, then Fra made for ever, Syrus ? — — 
Dear Rogue, let me bufs thee. 

Syr. 'S't ! there comes your Father.— —Have 
a Care you don't play the Fool, and make a Woji- 
derment at the Matter ; obferve the Motion 5 do as 
you're bid, and ask no Queftions. 

Enter Chremes with a Bag of Meney. 

Cbr. Where's this Clitipho now ? 

Syr. Stay here. Sir.—* [Afidt ti Clitipho • 

C//V. Here he is, Sir. 

Chr. U Svrus.] Ha* you told him his Buftnefs ? 

Syr. Moft of,it, Sir. 

Chr. to Clitipho.] Here take this Money and car- 
ry it to her. 

Syr. 'Zokers : Why d'ye ftand like a Poft ? Why 
don't yc take it ? [Afiie to Clitipho. 

Clit. Giv't me ifyoupleafe. [Chremes gives bim 

the Money. 

Syr. Follow me as faft as you can. — To Clitipho. 
But you, Sir, be pleas'd to ftay here a Minute till we 
•ome back, for we've no occafion to flay long there. 



[To Chremes. 
litipho 



Exeunt Clitipho and Syjus. 
Chremes alone. 
So my Daughter has got thirty good Pounds of me 
already, which Account goes for herBoard. I fuppofe 
the other thirty mud follow for fine Cloaths. After 
this comes a round Sum for a Portion. Well ! This 
fame Cuftom is the Devil. Now muft I leave all 
Works to find fome honeft Fellow to Cafe me of that 
Money I've been fo long fcraping together. 
To bim enter Menedeme. 
Men.ftClinie ;?//£/>.] Dear Child, now do 1 think 

I \ ^* 
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myfelf the happieft Father Pth* World/' fince I find 
yon well reform'd, 
C\ir.jv£rbearing.] ]How Avcetly he's nfitotken ! 

Men. Cbremes! 'Twais ypu I wanted. : Now, 

Sir, you may be the making of my Son, myfelf, and 
Family ; ana I beg you'd do't. 

Cbr. Gfood Sir, What wou'd you ha* me do ? 

Men. It feemt you -have found out a Daughter to 
day. -^— — My Son Clinie defires your Content 
to marry her. 

Cbr. BleGs me f What a ftrange Man are yon ?, 

Men. What d'ye mean I. 

Cbr. Ha' ye fo foon forgot the Trick we talkM of 
juft now, which was to be playM to'choufe you of 
your Money ? .""...? 

Meni I remember it. 

Cbr. — Why this it is they're now at work upon. — 

Men. What is't you fay, Cbremes ? 

Cbr.~- —1*11 warrant ye, this lame Bacebis at your 
Houfe is my Son's Miftrefs too : Is fhe not I 

Men. Theyfcy fo. . 

Cbr. And you believe it? 

Men. Yes, that I do. 

Cbr. Then they pretend that yourSon has a Mind 
to be married : So that when I!ve promis'd him my 
Daughter, you may let him ha 1 Money to buy Wed- 
ding- Cloaths, and the like. 

Men. That's the Buiinefs then, he wants it for his 
Miftrefs. Cbr. No doubt on't. 

Men. Alas, unhappy Man ! My Joys are nipt i'th* 

. » Bud : And yet I'd rather endure any thing than part 

with him again.—— Whatanfwer, Sir, (hall I carry 

1 from ye, that he mayn't perceive I've found it out, 

or lay it to Heart ? 

Cbr. To Heart fay ye ?— Plhaw I Meneelemejo* 
.cocker him too much by half. . 

Men. Let it be fo % I'm gone too far to draw back ; 
» I beg, Sir* but ih£ continuance of your Favours. 

Qbr. 
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. ., •* Cir. You may tell him we met and treated of the 
Match. ■ ■ 

.^Mm*. Well, and what more ? 
/~.>pv-;— -That I'm ready to do any thing: That I 
.. t&t hina for a Son-in-Law » and laflly, if you pleafe/ 
yo^jnty tell him, I've given my Coafent. 
Men. Oh that's it I'd have. 
C^r.That he may ask ye for the Money the fooncr, 
and. you the fooner part with it according to your 
AWifli." Men. That's what 1 aim at. 

Chr. In troth, by what I can fee, you'll q»icfcly be 
*loy r d with this Son of yours j but as the Cafeftand*, 
If yoa've your Wits about ye, you muil give it him 
v«ry ca.utioufly, and little by little. l 

j, Jf^.SoI will. 

" "Cbr. You had bell go in, and fee how much Md 
fcave ; I fhali be at Home, if you want me. < 

Men. 'Tis that Td have, for whatever I do I fliiM 
make you acquainted with. 

The End of the Fourth Aa. 

Ac t V. 
Menedeme alone.. 

JTOR my Part, I mud own myfelf to be fomewlut 
* : filly, andflow of Apprchenfions; but my Neigh- 
bour here, this fame Affiftant, Counfellor, and fagc 
*Dire&oro*mine, out-does me a Bar and a half. Ti e • 
' ■ honourableTitle* of Foot, Blockhead, CUJpate, Ajs % 
and Dolt 9 may well enough be apply'd to me, but 
•they won't come up to him, for his Follyis beyoni • 
ExprelSon. 

Enter Chremes at another Part of the Stage, 

. Chr. to Softrata within.'] Prithee Wife don't tire 

J 1 * the ; Gods with being fo unmannerly overthank- 

fui for Juving found out your Daughter, unlets ^0* 
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meafure them by yourfelf, and fancy they can't um- 
derftand a thing without hearing it a hundred timet 
ever. — [to bimfelf.] But i'th* mean time, what 
a Duce makes Clitipb$ and Syrus ftay fo long at 
Menedmit. 

Men Who are thofe that fby fo long, Cbremes ? 

Cbr. Hah, Mr. Menedeme ! Are you got hither a- 
gain ?— Well, Sir, did ye tell your Son what I fcid ? 

Men. Every Syllable, Sir. 

Cbg. And what fays he to't ? 

men. He was much tranfported, as if he had a 
Hind to be married. 

Cbr. Ha— ha,- he. . 

Men. What d'ye laugh at ? 

Cbr. My Man Syrufs Trick came juft into my 
Mind. Men. Indeed. 

Cbr. This cunning Rogue has a Knack of letting 
*ther People's Faces as well as his own* 

Men. You mean, my Son only counterfeits his Joy* 

Cbr. Yes, Sir. 

Men. This very Bufinefs came in my Head too. 

Cbr. Ha, he's a pickl'd Rogue. [Laughs* 

Men. You'd fay fo too if you knew all. [Jeeringty* 

Cbr. Say ye fo ? 

Men. Pray, Sir, give me the Hearing. 

Cbr. But hold,— firft I defire to know how muck 
you've thrown away upon 'em ; for as foon as you 
told your Son I had promised him my Daughter, 
immediately Drome, I warrant ye, clapt in a Word* 
that the Bride wanted Wedding- cloaths^ Jewels^, 
Attendance, and the like, that you might give 'em 
Money for 'em. [Laugh again; 

Men- Not a Word. 

Cbr, How ! not a Word t £In amaze* 

Men. No indeed. 

Cbr. Nor your Son neither ? 

Men. .N,Qt a Tittle, Sir, but was only very urgent 
to have the Ma^ck ilruck up to Day. 
„ Cbr. You amafle-JEc. «■> ■■» But what di4 mjr 
. Mm, did he iiy nothing too \ Mf^ 
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. Men. Nothing at all. 

tir. How fo, I befeech ye ? 

Men. Nay, I can't tell. — But I admire that you 
. ihou'd fee other things fo well, and not this. — Pfhaw { 
*Tis only Syrus has fet your Son's Face too fo admi- 
rably well, that no Man could fufped in the lead thi* 
Baccbis to be my Boy's Miftrcfs, * \jfeeringty. 

Cbr. How's that ! 

Men. ' Til not fay a Word of their kifling and clip- 
ping, for I reckon that nothing. 

Cbr. What more cou'd be done to carry on rhe 
1 Counterfeit ? Men. Pirn f 

Cbr. What is't I befeech ye ? 

Men. Well, bbferve then. — — I've a little with- 
. drawing Room at the back part of my Houfe, whete 
a Bed was brought in and made up. 

Cbr. What followed? 

Men. What ? Why thither went Ctitifbo. 

Cbr. All alone? Men. Ye3, alone. 

. Cbr. My Mind mifgives me ilrangely. [Afide* 

Men. Immediately after him went Baccbis. 

Cbr. All alone too ( Men. Ay, alone too. 

Cbr* I'm ruin*d. 

Men. As fooh as they were in, they made fall the 
Door. 

Cbr . How — —— was your Son a looker on all 
the while ? ■■ 

Men. Why not ? He and I faw it together. 

Cbr. Ah, Mtnedeme, (he's certainly my Son's. 
Whore then, I am abfolutely undone. 

Men. How fo ? 

Cbr. I ha* fcarce wherewithal to keep Houfe for • 
ten Days. 

JJf^.What ! Are ye concerned that he ihou'd help 
liis Frierid a little ? 

C/frr.No^butfor fear beihou'dkeephisihe Friend. 

Men. Yes, if he ihou'd indeed* 

Cbr. D ye queftion that ^ ~— - D'ye kn*w any 
one of fuch a bafeand poor Spirit, as to fuffcr bis own 
* Mifticfi before his Face to bc?*-« M$v^ 
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Men. Ha,— ha,— he, Why not ? That J might the 
•aiier be imposed upon. \3 ****&%• 

Cbr. D'ye jeer me, Sir ^ Now what Reafon 

teave I to curfe my own Stupidity ? How many figns 
ha* they given me to difcover the Cheat hadn't I 
been a downright Stock? what things have I been an 
Bye-witnefs too? Fool that I am ! ——But as I'm a. 
living Soul they fhan't go off Scot-free : For imme- 
diately I'll [In a Pajfio*. 

■ Men. intsrrupting^lAf ye no Government rHa** 
\ ye no regard to yourfelf ? Mechinks my Example 
might be of ufe t*ye. 
Cbr. My Anger quite diftra&s me, Menedeme. 
Men. That you fliotfd fay fuch aWord now, IinY 
that a great failing in you to advife others, and be fo 
rrVc abroad, and yet can't help yourfelf at home ? 
Cbr. What Courfe fhall I take ? 
Men* The fame which you faid I wa* fi defective 
' m ———Make him fenfibfe that you are his Father,. 
" jand thathemay venture to truftall hi sSecrets, Wants, 
and Defires with you alone, left he feeks&s Redrefs 
elfewhere, and cry, Good b'ttfye Father* 

Cbr, Ay, let him be jogging to Jericho far me r . 
rather than here by his Debaucheries bring his poor- 
Father to a Cruft. For, Menedeme; if I go on thus 
to fupply all his Fxtravagancies, I fhall quickly, 
come to your Hedging and Ditching; 

Men.Wh&t a great many troubles will ye pull down 
upo* your Head, if you don't look about ye I You'll- 
ihew yourfelf a rigid Father, and pardon him at laft,. 
when he won't give ye one good word for your pains. 
Cbr. Ah, Sir ! You can't conceive how much it 
goes to the Heart of me. 

Men. What you pleafe for that; —But what fay 
• ye to my Propofal ?' Will you marry your Daughter 
to my Son ? or ha' ye another in your Eye, that 
you fike better ? 

Cbr. No ; I like him for. a Son-in-law, and I like 
Jbe Alliance tdOi. 

Bfctu \ 
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Men. What Money fhaH I tell him yooll give with 
fcer ? — What no anfwer ? ■ 

Chr. pnufing.J Money fay ye ? [Shakes his Head. 

Men. Yes, Sir. 

Chr. Ah, Sir!' ■ Lfighing. 

Mtn. Come Cbremes, don't trouble yourfdf, tho*' 
Xr be but a Httle : Portion fhall break no Squares. 

Chr, I defign'd-her, indeed, no more than three 
Hundred Pounds, being all my Eftate wou'd bear: 
But if you tender the Welfare of me, my Eilate, 
and Son, you may tell him I've promis'u to give 
all I'm worth fbr a Portion. 

Men. What Projefrare ye framing now ? 

Chr. You may pretend to wonder at it, and ask< 
him too, why I did ifc 

Men. And fo I may, for I can't conceive,. why 
ydu fhou'd do it.. 

Chr. No ? Why, to curb and cool his Cou- 
rage,, now folely bent to Luxury and Debauchery^ 
and bring; him to that Fafs, that- he fhsurt know 
where to turn himfelf, 

Men. What d'ye mean ?- 

Chr. Pray, Sir, let me ha'myHumour in this thin fc* 

Men. Well !.<«~~ But wou'd you have medo rV 
indeed f 

Chr. Yes. 

Men. Then I will, Sir. 

Chr. Well, Sir, let your Son get ready, and fend 
for his Bride. As for mine, I'll rattle bim to fame 
Tunc, as Fathers fhou'd do their Children**— -But 
for that Dog Syrtis 

Men. What will ye do to him ? 
Wbllft Chrcmcs/peaks the next, Exit Mencdexne. 

Chr. What? If I live* I'll fo lace his Jacket, and 
curry his Hide for him, that he fhall remember it as 
long as he has an Hour to breathe. — Daron'd Rogue, 
to think to make a Laughing- flock and Make-game 
o'me ; I'll behang'd if the Rafcal dar'd ha' ferv'd a 
poor friendlefs Widow fo, as he ferv'd mc« ., 
\WaIij about inaMujf. **> 
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Re-enter Mcnedeme, with CJitipho *nd Syrui 
following after. 
Clit, t$ Mencdcrae tntring.\ I befeech ye, Mr. Me- 
uedeme, is't come to that then, that my Father thou'd 
fo fuddtnly call off* all natural Affetlion ; For what 
Offence ? what grievous Crime have I miferable Fel- 
low committed ? I do but what all young Perfons 
commonly do. 

Men. to Clitipho.] I'm fenfible this is moll hard 
and fevere to you that bear the Burden of it ; but 
I myfelf refent it no left than you, tho' I know not 
why, and can give no reafbn for't, but only my ex- 
traordinary Kindnefs for ye. 

CI it. Didn't you fay my Father was hard by ? 
Hen. Yes, there he walks. [Exit Menedemc 

Cbr. What d'ye blame me for, Clitipbo ? What I 
ha* done was to cure thee, and thy Rafhnefs too : 
When I faw you of that fluggifh Nature, and to be 
all for the prefent Enjoyment, without confidering 
the future, I then took a Method to fecure you from 
Want, and my Eftate from Ruin. And (being I cdu'd 
not make ye my Heir (as by Nature I ought) I had 
jecourfe to your nigheft Relations, making over and 
truftingall to their Hands. There you'llever find 
Sandluary for your Mifcarriages, meet with Diet, 
Cloaths, and a Houfe to hide your Head in. 
C/it. Woe's me ! 

Cbr. This is better, than by making you my Heir* 
to let Bacebis run away with all. 

Syr. Pm undone I What a Storm has my Rogue- 

Ihip raifed before 1 was aware. [Afide. 

C/it. Wou'd to God I were dead. 
Cbr. Pray learn lirft what 'tis to live; when you've 
try'd that, and don't like it, then die if you will. 
Syr. Good Sir, will you hear me one word ? 
Cbr. Speak then. 
Syr. But may I freely, Sir ? 
Cbr. Speak, I fay. 

Syr. What Injuftice and Madnefs is it, that he 
£jou 'd be puaiQYd for my Offimw I ^rr. & r * 
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Cbr. 'Tis done ; don't you meddle or make. N# 
Pody impeaches you, Syrus ; therefore you needn't 
look out for a Sanctuary, or one to plead for ye. 
Syr. Pray, Sir, what's your Defign ? 
Cbr. I'm neither angry with you nor him ; nor 
ought you to be fo with me for what I ha* done* 
[Exit Chremes haftily. 
Syr, He's flung away.— Pox ! wou'd I had: ask*d 

him 

Clit. What, Syrus T 

Syr.— -Where I fhou'd have had my Belly-timber, 
fince he has turn'd us out of Doors : ■ ■ " »You it 
feems may mump it at your Sifter's. * 

Clit. Am I reduc'd to this then, that I muft ftarve 
for want of Bread ? 
Syr. However, whilft there's Life there's Hopes. — 
Clit. Of what ? 

5^r.— Of a good coming Stomach. 
Clit, Are you fo gamefome in Time of Advcrfityv 
and not give me one Pufh at this dead Lift i 

Syr.Ycs, Sir, I'm ready fbr't, and was hammering; 
on't all the Time your Father was fchooling of yc— 
And as far as I can perceive, ■■ ■» 
Clit. Prithee what I 
Syr. paufing.] You ihall hat prefentfy. 
Clit. Pray what is't ? 

Syr. The Cafe is thus ! For my part, I don't beV 
fieve you are any of their Son. 
Clit. How's that, Syrus t Art mad. \Haftilf. 
€yr. Ill tell ye my Reafons, judge of them as you 

pleafe. Whilft they had none but you, and you 

alone were all their Joy, they then cocker'd you up, 
and gave ye any thing. But now they have found 
a Daughter, they have found an Occafion to fend 
you packing. 
Clit. That feems very probable. 
Syr. D'ye think he'd ha' been fo damn'd mad for 
a Peccadillo elfe ? 
Qlit. I can't think he wou'd. 

.■■«5t. 
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nefi for yourMother] that Inevcr hear fucha word 
from you again. 

Cbr. And, Jackanapes, if you have any Reverence 
for your Frther, let me fee any more of thefeTricks, 
and you had better eat your Nails* 

Clit. What Tricks, Sir? 
. Cbr. If you mufti eeds know, I'll tell ye. The 
Tricks of an impertinent, idle, cheating, drinking, 
whoring, confurnmg Debauchee.*— Believe what I 
fey, and don't doubt but that I am your Father. 
Stfl. Does this come from a Father's Mouth ? 
Cbr. No I Tho' you had fprung out o' fertile Braia 
48 Fsllas thev fay did from mighty Jwit* I'd not 
endure myfelf to be difgrae'd by your lewd Tricks. 
Soft. The Gods forbid that. 
Cbr. I know not what the Gods will do, but 1*11 do 
my Endeavour to prevent the woru\~[f* Clitipho.} 
.You look about for Parents, which you didn't want, 
but not at all for what is moil wanting, as how to 
obey your Parents, and to prefer ve what they by 
Induftry have got. How cou'd ye ha' the Impu- 
dence to cheat your Father, and bring before hi* 
Face your n ■ I am afhamed to name the filthy 
Word before your Mother, tho* you were not fo to 
do the bafer Acl. •' 

Clit. Alas ! How mad am I with myfelf ! How a- 
fliam'd of myfelf ! I can't fo much as fee which way 
to begin to pacify him. 

Enter Menedeme. 
Men. to bimfelf entring.] In troth Cbrtmts handles 
the poor young Gentleman too feverely, and too 
roughly : Therefore I'm come to make up the Breach 
again. — Oh, belt of all ; there they are. 

Cbr. Oh, Mr. Mentdtme, Why isn't my Daughter 
fent for to your Houfe r And the Writing drawn 
about the Portion we agreed upon ? 
Soft. For God's fake Husband, never do that. 
Clit. knitting.] Dear Father ! I befcech ye to par- 
den me. 

Mey. 
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Men. Pray do, Mr. Cbremesi let hit Repentance 
win upon ye fo far. 

Cbr. Shall I in my right Senfes part with my wholo 
Eftate to a Baggage * — I'll be twice advii*d firft. 

Men. That we'll tike care to prevent. 

CVit.ftil/ kneeling.\ Sir, if you tender my Life* 
forgive me. 

Soft. Come, come fweet Husband, do. 

Men. Prithee Mr. Cbremts don't be fo obftinate. 

Cbr. What means all this ? — Well, I perceive I 
xnuft not do what I delign'd. \ 

Men. Now you do like a worthy Gentleman. 

Cbr. But upo* this Condition, that he (hall do a* 
I fhall think moft proper for him. 

Clit. I'll do any thing, Sir, pray command aft> 

Cbr. I'd ha' ye marry. 

Clit. But, Sir, 

Cbr. I'll take no Excufes. 

Men. I'll engage for him, he ihalf dot. 

Cbr. But he himfelf fays no fuoh matter. 

Clit. My Cafeisdefperate. \Afitt* 

. Soft. What d'ye boggle for, Clitifh t 

Cbr. Nay, let him e'en take hii own Wajr. 

Men. He fhall dp W you'd have h»m. , 

Soft." Marriage is '4 Bugbear to Foals, jut the} 
tbat bayirfiit find it * Bleffing. 

Clitipho to Chrcmes.] Well, Til obey your Plea- 
fure,Sir. v. . , 

Soft, to Clitipho.] In good Faith, my Boy, I've a 
fine Girl in my Eye for thee, which you can't choofe 
but be pleafed with ; 'tis our Neighbour Pbamh 
trates's Daughter. 

Clit. Pho! That Carrot-pated,Wall-ey'd, Pimple- 
fae'd, Hook-nos'd Creature ? It goes againft me, Sir. 

Cbr. Look ye now, how nice he's grown ! ■■ 
You may guefs what his Mind has been moft upon. 

Soft, to Clitipho.] I'll tell ye of another then. 

Cltt. No need of that : Since I muft marry, I've 
j;;ft one in my own Eye, which I like very well. 



Soft . That's mv good Boy ! 

Clit. Arcboniaes's Daughter. 

Sift- That's as well as I could with. 
. Clit. to Chrcmes.] Now, Sir, Tve one Favour 
•o beg. 

Cbr. What's that ? 

Clit. To pardon Syrus all- ho has done for my 
fcke. 

Cbr. Well; I will. [turns to t$i Sptfiatom.. 



ttt End of the Self-Tormentor* 







***#* .;;•. «.*'_.**.• 



THE 



THE 

BROTHERS: 

■ A 

G O M E ■ D ■ T;> 

A&ed at the Funeral Games 
of L. JEmilius Paulus. 

WHEN 

P£!rf^ihtJ^can^ ruk ^ //fc 

CI. if//i7/*/ of Prewtfi, 
By the Conxpany of* and 

(^Minutius Pntimus. 

Flaccus, made free by Claudius, com- 
pos'd the Mufick, which was per* 
form'd on Syrian Flutes. 

It was taken from the Greek of 
Menander, and Adted 
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L. Anicius 
Under the Confulihip of ^ and 

Jl£ Cornelius, 



J. V. C. jpi. Befott CHVAVt \*v 



fcficio. 



peine*, 



fUcliing, 



Ctefipho, 



Hcgio, 



Syrus, 



Dramatis PeriTonae. 

MEN. 
A rich Citizen of Athens, amild,fweet- 
natur s doldGentleman, and a Battbelor, 
extnam loving and kind to bis Nephew, 
Efchinc and Ctefipho ; the firft of 
which he adopts for his own* 
His Brother .Father to E fchine, and Cte- 
fipho, a Court try Gentleman, and a vio- 
lent angry, fretful* bufie, meddling Fel- 
low i ftriel and f ever e to his Son, and a 
great Pretender to Education. 
Deniea's eldeft Sjtn, adopted by Mkio, in 
love with Pamphila, a wild loofe Spark 
of the Town, generous and free-hearted, 
who, hy reafon of MicioV Indulgence* 
often runs into open Extravagancies. 
His Brother, as naturally vicious as the 
other, hut for want of Encouragement, 
is very fearful and fecret, concealing 
all from his Father* whom he lives 
with in the Country. 

J SeftrataV Kinfman%a downright , true- 

\ hearted, honeft Athenian. 

/ EfchineV Servant, afuhtle, infinuating, 

\ fly, ingenious Fellow, hold and fancy, 

^ *M 
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almoft always hantring, impofing, and 
£ putting upon Dane** 
Another of EfchineV Servants. 
A very honeft, true, andfaitbfnl Ser- 
vant of Softrata'/. 
WOMEN. 
Afoolijb Woman-Merchant^^ a Bawd. 
A decaf d old Gentlewoman of Athens; 
Her Daughter, debauch' d hy Efchine. 
Nurfe to Pamphila. 
MUTES. 
Parmeno, Storax, and other Servants of Mklo\ tht 
Mufick-Girl, Rabble, Attendants, &c. 
6 i C E N E, A t H E N S. 
The TIME, *Wl cAfcYrt. ox wvaa Hours. 
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Sannio, 
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Scene, the Street before Micio'sDoor* 
Time, early in the Morning. 




liicio fpuhwitbin.] St&r*x, thy ! ■ ■ i 

£»//r Mlcio 4/M/. 

|0 ! No News, I fee, of Uf chine 
fincc laft Night's Entertainment, 
nor of any of the Servants that 
went to bring him home* — WeD, 
'tis true as they fay, If a Man be but of the Way, 
t>r out (lays his Time a little, he's lefs concerned 
at the Scolding and Sufpicions of a jealous Wife, 
than a fond Parent is for a Child apon the like 
Occafion : For me, if you don't come in at your 
Hour, takes it for granted that you have pick'd up a 
Girl, or a Girl you i orclfe, tmyvafatviGA'v*- 
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▼ern,or fome other place of Diverfion,or fo; however, 
that you fare-well, whatever becomes of the poorSoul 
at -home But for menow,whata world of Thoughts, 
and what a rabble of Whimfies have I i' myHead, for 
this Boy's lying out lafl Night, left he mould be 
ftarv'd with Cold, tumbl'd into a Cellar, or ha* broke 
a Leg or an Arm.— Lord ! that a Man mould fethis 
Heart upon any thing, and make it dearer to him than 
himfelf ! And upon the whole Matter, this Boy is 
none of my Son neither, but my Brother's who is of 
a "quite different Humour from me. For my parti al- 
ways chofe the quietLife of the Town, to live at eafe, 
•no (what the Wits count a Happinefs) have never 
been troubled with a Wife : But my Brother o' t'other 
hand has always liv'd in the Country, pinching and 
taking a World of Pains, committedMatrimony, and 
was the Father of two Sons; the el<kft I have adopt- 
ed, brought up, efteem'd and lov'd as my own ; I 
pleafe myfelf in him, the only Creature I dote upon; 
then I do all I can to make him do e'en what he will 
himfelf and don't think it fit upon every turn to make 
life of my Authority. In fhort I ha 9 brought him 
to this, that he'll conceal none of the Levities of his 
Youth, which others fo induftrioufly hide from their 
Fathers ; for, he that won't flick to falfify to his 
own Father, or will put upon him, will be fure to 
make bolder with other People. 'Twas always my 
Opinion, that 'tis much better to keep Children in 
order bftShame and Generofi ty of Inclination, than 
by Fear^My Brother and I can t agree in this Point, 
and my way of Breeding won't go down with him ; 
ever and anon he comes open'd mouth to mc,— Wby 
Micio, What d'ye mean f Will ye be the Ruin of our 
Child ? toby does he wbore f Why does be drink t 
Why d'ye maintain him in all this ? Xbu let him go 
too fine i You are extreamly filly in't. He's extream- 
]y ievere, I fay beyond all Right and Reafon ; and 
truly, in my Mind, that Man is very much out 
that bclma Government purely by Force ihou*d 

fern 
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have more authority, and a better foundation, than 
when it is accompanied with tendernefs and refpecl, 
This is my Logic, and I argue thus : He that's com- 
pell'd by Threats to do his Duty, will be wary no 
longer than you have an eye over him, but when he 
fees he lhan't be found out, he'll e'en follow his owm 
Inclinations. But he that's govern'd by Love obeys 
xnoft chearfully, ftrives to make his due Returns, and 
is the fame wnethcr you are prefent or abfent. 'Tis 
a Father's part to ufe his Child fo, as his own choice, 
rather than outward conftraint, ihould put him upon 
doing well. Here lies the difference between a Father 
and a Matter ; and he that does otherwife,' let him 
own, that he underftands not at all how to govern 
Children, [feeing Demea at a diflanceJ] But isn't that 
the Gentleman I am difcourfing of ? ■ » 'Tis he 

for certain He knits his Brows, but I know 

not why. I believe he's upon the Railing-pin, as 
lie ufes to be. 

Enter Demea. 
Mic. Brother ? You are welcome to Town, 
Dem. Oh! Well met! You're the Man I want- 
Mic. What makes you fo off the Hooks? * 

Dem. Is that a Queftion for me, when we have 
got fuch a hopeful Youth as Efebine ? 
- Mic. I faid it would be fo. [Jfide.] What has 
he done now, pray ? . . . 

Dem. What has he done? He** amam'd of no- 
thing, afraid of no-body, and looks upon himfelf to 
be a lawlefs Man. I have nothing to fay to old Sto - 
xies, but what a prank has he juft now play'd ? 
.Mic. What's that, I pray? 
Dem. Why, he has gone and broke open a Man's 
Door, broke into his Houfe, beat theMafter and all 
his Family moft barbaroufly, left 'em for dead, and 
carryM off a Wench he had a fancy for by force of 
Arms. Every- body cry 'dihameon't: What a world 
of people told me on't, as I came along! Nay, the 
whole Town rings on't. To fay no macevtt V« 
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\WOU*d but takeExnmple, docs he not fee how clofcly 
his Brother minds his Bufinefs, lives fparingly and fo- 
berly in the Country? He wouldn't do fuch a thing 
for the world. But, Brother, in blaming Efchine, I 
;blame you too, 'tis you have been thefpoilingofhim. 

Mic. There's nothing more.unreafonable than a 
Man unacquainted with the World, that thinks no- 
thing well done, but what he does himfelf. 

'Dem: Why that, pray? 

Mic. 'Caufe you take things much otherwife than 
pe ought. Believe me, Brother, 'tis no fuch mighty 
bufinefs for a young Fellow to wench and drink ajit- 
tle : No, nor yet to break a Door : If you and I 
were lefs extravagant, 'twasn't for want of will, but 
money r And you count that your Virtue which is 
only owing to Neceffityj which is not fairly done; 
for had we had wherewithal, we fhou'd ha* been as 
wild as others. And had you but common Senle* 
you wou*d give that fine Son of yours the fame 
liberty, whilft he's young, rather than he fhou'd, 
when your Bones are laid, (which he has often 
pray'd for) take the fame wild Courfes at an Age 
.when they will lefs become him. 

Dem. 'Sbud ! You're enough to diftraft one ! 
"Then, belike there's no harm in a young Man to 
Jive at this mad rate \ 

Mic* Patience, good Brother ! Prithee don't deafen 
my Ears with old Stories. You gave me your Son, 
and by adoption he's mine; if he be extravagant, I 
lhall bear the blame on't, and pay for't over-and- 
above. He treats, he drinks, he dreffes ! *Tis all at 
my Charge. He keeps a Mifs too ! I'll fupply hi« 
Pocket as long as I'm able, and when that fails per* 
hapsthey'l turn him out* Has he broke any doors ? 
They ihall be made good. Torn any Cloaths ? They 
{hall be mended too. I thank my Stars, I've where- 
withal to do it, and as yet am not uneafy under it. In 
fliort ! either leave off complaining, or choofe who 
fou will bejudg'd by, and Til make it appear, that 
you're more to Wame than I. "Dem* , 
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Dem. Mercy upon me ! Learn to be a Father 
by them that are fo indeed. 

Mic You are his Father by Nature, but I have 
the Care of him. 

Dem. Ay, fpeeial Care I [fcornfully. 

Mic. Nay, if you're at that Sport I'll be gone. 

Offers to go. 

Dem, Will ye fo? . 

Mie. What fhou'd I flay for, to hear the Tame 
thing a thoufand times over? 

Dem. 'Tis only from my concern for him. 

Mic. And I'm concera'd for him too; bnt, good 
Brother, lefs each concern ourfclves as we ought; 
you for one, and I for t'other : For you to take 
care of both, looks as if you revok'd that grant 
which made him mine. 

Dem. Ay ! Brother. [Shakes bis Head. 

Mie. I'll have it thus. • 

Dem. Will yefo ? — Well, if that be your Refolu- 
tion, let him (quander all, damn all, himfelf and all, 
'tis all one to me. If ever I fpeak a Syllable more— 

[In a Pajfion* 

Mic. Now you begin to be angry again. . , 

Dem. Don't you think there's Reafon for't. Dot 
defire to ha' your rare Son from ye ? It grieves me, I 
mud confefs, for he's my own Flefli and Blood ftill. 

If I oppofe, I mall But I ha* done. You'd ha' 

me take eare of one, and fo I will. Heavens be 
prais'd, he proves after my ownHeart. Your Pro- 
fligate will feel the fmart on't at laft. Well! 

But I won't be too hard upon him. [Exit Demea. 
Micfo alone. 

I believe part of what he faid is true, but not 
all: And truly, I'm a little mov'd at it, though J 
wou'dn't fhew myfelfconcern'd before him; for h«*s 
fuch a ft range Man, that to pacify him you muft 
crofs and out-hector him, though then he can 
fcarce contain himfelf. But mould I chafe him, and 
blow the Coal, I Jhou'd e'en betYvcMfc&macvW^om- 



1 66 The Brothers. ■ 

ywy. Yet, Iir.uft confefs, my Ef chine has been a 
kind of a naughty Boy in this Bufincfs. What 
Courtefan has not he vilited ? Or, what pretty 
Face has he not prefented fome Toy or other to ? 
Iu fine, not long ago (fick I thought of thefe Crea- 
tures) he told me he wou'd take up and marry. I 
!was in hopes the heats of his Youth had been abated, 
and was heartily glad on'c : When on a fudden a 
new Fire broke out. But Fll know it, whate er 
the Matter is, and go fee where I can meet with 
my Gentleman at the Change. [Exit Micio. 

the End of the Firji Aft. 

Act II, 

'Enter TL(chm?witha Sword drawn, leading 
in the Mufick Girl^ and attended by Par- 
meno, and Storax -, after comes Sannio, 
running with the Rabble at his Heels. 

San. Ms out TJTElp —-—good Neighbours, — - 
•f Breath* J~JL I befeech ye ! Help — a mi- 
serable, innocent helplefs Creature. 

Efch. to the Girl'} Stand your Ground my pretty 
Rogue, and don't be afraid. Why doft thou look 
feehind thee ? There's no Danger at all : And while 
I'm by, let him touch thee if he dare. 

San. I'll have her again in fpite of the World. 

Efch. Tho' he's a very R|fcal, yet he (han't pro- 
voke me to give him another beating to day. 

San. Hafk ve, Sir/ that ye mightn't pretend to 
be ignorant of my Profeffion, I tell ye I'm a Woman 
Merchant. 

Efch. A Cock Bawd you mean. 

San. And one of the greateft Repute in Town. 
,And don't you fancy now that you fhall get off by 

ikying 
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faying, J Twas againfl my Will that you were abus'd •* 
By the Lord Harry, I value it not a Straw. Afiure 
yourfelf I'll trounce you to fome Tune ; your fine 
' Words mall never make amends for the Blows you 
gave me. I know thefe will be your Tricks and 
Excufes: Pm extre'amly firry/oft, PlltaketnyOalk 
you did not dejerve this Vfage. When the truth on*t 
is, I've been us'd worfe than a Dog. 

Efch. to Parmeno.] Run quickly before, Sirrah, 
and open the Door. 

San* You had as good ftay where you are. 

[Parmeno opens the Door. 
Efch. to the Girl] Step in quickly with him, my 
dear Rogue- 
San, ftepping between ] But I forbid that, tho\ 
Efch. Come hither Parmeno -You are too far, — 
Stand clofe to that Son of a Whore. — r- So that 1 ! . 
well. Take Care to keep your Eye full upon mine£ 
that when I tip the wink you may be ready to give 
him a flip in the Face, ^-&xyv- 

San, lWain fee that, i E (chine gives the Girl 

j to Parmeno, which 

^ Sannio feeing* runs, 

C and catches huld of her 

Efch. Have a care Parmeno, [Parmeno fir ikes him. 

Efch. to Sannio.] Dog! Let go your hold. 

San. Oh monftrous ! 

Efch. You ftull have the fecond Part o'trT fame 
Tune, if you han't a Care. [Parmeno^r/i*; him. 
San. Murder ! Murder ! 

Efch. to Parmeno ] Hold, you go beyond your 
Commifiion. But better too much than too little — 
You may march off now, you've got your black and 
blue Livery, Mr. Sannio! 

[Exit Parmeno with, the GirL 
San. What do you mean, Sir ? Do you reign 
Lord and Mifler hore ? 

Efch. If I did, Td reward ) oar Bavvdih'p accord- 
ing to your Dei'crts. 
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San. Pray what authority have you over me? 

Efcb. None, perhaps. 

fan. How ! D'ye know who I am^ Sir ? 

Efcb. Nor yet defire it. 

San. Did I meddle with any thing of yours, pray ? 

Efcb. If you had, Sirrah, it Qiou'd nave been a 
dear meddling. 

San. Then how comes it to be more lawful for 
you to take my Goods, which I honeftly bfrfi'ght 
and pid for ? Anfwer me that, pray. 

Efcb. You hadn't beft ftand bawling at this rate be- 
fore the Door i if ye plague us any more, I'll have ye 
dragged in, and whipp'd as long as ye can ftancL 

San* Blefsme? Free-born, and whipp'd! 

%fcb. That's your Doom. 

San. Oh: the wickednefs of the Man ! Is this the 
general Freedom they talk of, with a Pox ? 

Efcb. Worthy lAv.Pimp ! If your mad Fit's o- ' 
Ter, hear me a word if your Honour's fo difpos'd.- 

Sanr Was't I that was mad, or you ? 

Efcb. Let that pafs, now come to thejpoint. 

San. What point ? Whither fhall I OTne? 

Efcb. Will ye give me leave to fpeak about your 
bufinefs ? 

San. With all my Heart, provided it be jufh 

Efcb. Heigh tofs! The Bawd's turned Puritan, 
and wou'd teach me Juftice. 

San. Tho' I am .a Bawd, the common bane of 
Youth, a forlorn Wretch, a publick Nufance, yet 
I never did you any wrong, Sir. 

Efcb. That's kept for an after-clap. 

San. Pray,Mr. Efcbine return to your firft propoial. 

Efcb. The Girl coft ye about fifty Guineas, may 
it never thrive with ye ! The money fhall be paid 
ye again. 

San. What if I wont part with her, who a plague 
flV»ll force me ? Will you ? Efcb. No. 

San. I was afraid you wou'd. 

Efcb, Truly, Friend Sannio } between you and I, 

ihcV 
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file's not to be Ibid at all : For fhe's a (Jen tie worn an,, 
and fo I'll prove her to be. Now, Blockhead, chaofe 
whether you'll take the Money, or try it out at Law. 
——Chew upon this 'till I come back, worthy 
Mr. Pimpzoell. {Exit Efchine. 

Sannio alone.] Heavens ! Now I don't wonder to 
fee a Man's Brains turn'd by Oppreffion. This Son 
of Thunder hasravifh'd me oat of my Caftle,beat me 
•to Mummy, took a Girl from mew if asmis, and' 
given poor Sanny five hundred BaAinadoes. After 
this fweet ufage he'd have me furrender up my Right 
and Title to her without Intereft. Faith he (hall 
have her indeed, fince he deferves her (o well, and 
requires nothing but what's /'/^.— [Studies .J 
Well, I wifh it might be fo, to he pays me down the 
Ready— But my Mind mifgives me damnably, 
that whenever I do butfet the Price, he'll prefent- 
ly bring WitnefTes to fwear 'twas a dire& Bargain 
between us. Then for my fyfoney, I ma v go whi- 
ttle for't : He'll &y, Come again an Hour hence, U- 
Morrow. That I can bear too, fo I may be fure on't* 
at laft, tho' it be fome damage to me.— 'Twill be 
fOi as fure as a Gun. Since, Friend Sunny ^ thou haft 
taken up fuch a nafty Trade, thou mult be content to 
bear and pocket up the Affronts of fuch he£oring 
Gallants. But fmce no-body's here to pay me x I 
leckon my Chickens before they are hatcht. 
Enter Syrus at a little diftance. 

Syr. to Efchine within.'] Hum ! Not a word more,- 
Til go. to him myfelf, and make him skip at the 
Money, and fay, He" s rarely well dealt by*— [Goes 
to Sannio.] What's the News with you, Mr; Sannio t' 
Ihear my Matter and you have had a kind of a Scuffle. 

San. /bragging.] A Scuffle do'ye call't; Never 
the like furely. We were both fufficiently tir'd : 
He with beating me, and I with being beaten. 

Syr. You may thank yourfclf for't. 

San. How cou'd I help it ? 

Syr. You fhou'd ha' born wkh the young Gentle- 
man's Humour a little. K4 San* 
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San* What cou'd I do more ? I'm fure I bore atf 
the Blows upon my Face he was pleas'd to give me. 

Syr. Well, d'ye know what I'm going to fay ? To 
baulk an Ace fomc times is the bed Play. 

San. Hey ho ! 

Syr. You are fo timerous, like a fenfelefs Sot : 
Now if you had parted with a little of your Right, 
and humour'd the Gentleman, you ha' got the De- 
vil and all at the long run. 

San. I don't love to buy a Pig in a Bag. 

Syr. Ah, thou'lt never be worth any thing. Out 
upon ye, as if you hadn't a Spring to catch Wood- 
cocks. 

San. I believe that might be the beft way, but I 
had never the Grace to follow it, nor to refufe the 
Heady when I coujd get it. 

Syr. Go to I know your generous Spirit : As tho' 
you regarded half a hundred Guineas, fo you eou'd 
ferve my Matter by't : Befides, they fay you are 
making a Voyage to Cyprus* 

Zan. Oh ! 

Syr. And have bought up feveral Commodities to 
tranfport thither; the Vefle] r s hir'd. I know your 
Mine's a little wavering about thisMoney, when yon 
come b~ck I hope to fee an end to the Bufinefs. 

San. I've no Voyage to make. Faith, I'm un- 
done ; 'tis upon this they've built their Plot. \Afide. 

Syr. The Fellow's upon the Fret, I've put a Flea 
in his Ear. -d/ide.] 

Sin. to him/elf] O horrid ! fee how he has nick't 
me in the critical Minute ! When I've juft laid in a 
Sock of Females, and other Wares, to carry to Cy- 
prus : If I leave my Fair, 'twill half break me, and if I 
leave this Bufinefsat fix and fevens, the Time will be 
over when I come back; there will be no Remedy, 
and I (hall have a plaguy cold Welcome : Are you 
come now, they'll fay, to perfecute? Why did ye let it 
run fo longl where bd > y$ been ail this while f fo that 
J had better lofe ev'ry Cro6 ©n't, than tarry fo long 
jfa6/c Ifuc ftr't. Syr, 
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Syr. clapping him on the Shoulders.'] Well, -haft 
been calling up all the Gains of this Voyage ? 

San. Is this like a Gentleman ? Is this Mr. Efchine\ 
Conscience, to take a Girfaway by main Force ? = 

Syr. afide ] He finks amain. I've one thirtg 

more to propoie, fee if you like it. Come, coirtpolfrid 
for half, rather than run the hazard offcving or lofmg . 
all ; we'll make a hard fliift but we'll fcrapc up about- 
five and twenty Guineas fomewhere or other. 

San. Oh miferable ! Now poor I am in danger c£ 
lofing part p'th' very principal. Is he paft all (hame ? 
He has beat all my Teeth down my Throat, andm v 
H:ad into an entire Jelly ; then he'd tkk me o'tV 
Money into the Bargain. '— — 1 have no Voyage to 
make. 

Syr. That's as you pleafe. —-Ha' ye any further 
Commands ? I'm going. 

San. Ay, pray good Mr. Syrus 9 however things* 
ha' been, rather than ihe and quarrel, let him pay me 
my own, at leait whit (he coil mc. I koow, ve 
little Rogue, you never had occaiion, as vet, to maUc 
ufc of me as a Friend ,• tut if you fhou'd, you'll lay 
I'm no forgetful or ungrateful Per/on. 

Syr. I'll do my belt. Oh, yonder comes 

Ctefpbo Tfaith, as brisk as a Bcdy-laufe, for his nii- 
ftrels. , 

San. Well, will ye do as I defir'd ye ? 
Syr. Have 'a little Patience. 

Enter Cteiipho. Sannio walks out/ 

Ctef. to him/elf. 1 When a Man Hands in need of a 
Good turn, he's glad to receive it from any Hands ; 
but it does him a double pleafure when it comes 
from one he ha3 reafon to expeft it from. Oh Bro- 
ther, Brother I how do I adore thee now !. This Tm 
fure of, that the very beft words I can give thee are 
fhort of thy Deferts : And I am happy in this parti- 
cular beyond all Mortals, that I've the moll arccom- 
plifh'd Brother in Nature. » 

Syr. Oh, Mr. Qtefifbo f 
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Ctef. Dear Rogue Syr us, where's my Brother ? 

Syr. Look ye, he's at home waiting for you. 

Ctef. Oh brave I 

Syr. What's the Matter, Sir? 

Ctef. The Matter, old Boy ? I fhou'd ha* been cold 
in my Grave but for his Means.—— Ah, he*s an ho- 
neft Soul ; he neglefted his own Intereft to ferve me. 
He has taken upon himfelf all the Curfes, Scandals, 
Love- Matters, and Mifcarriages that belong to me ; 
And what cou'd he do more ? But who comes 
there ? What makes the Door go ? 

Syr. Stay, flay, here he comes himfelf* 
Enter Efchine. 

Efcb. Where's the Scoundrel Son o/a Whore ? 

San. Does he want me? Has he got any Money? 
Ira broke ; the De'il a Penny do I fee. 

Efcb. Hah ! This is lucky, 'twas you I was will- 
ing for. Well, how is*t? Alto well, off with 

that fowre Look. 

Ctef Now I ha* reafon, having fuch a Brother as 
you, O Efchine / My true Brother indeed \ I dare not 
prajfe ye any more before your Face, left you fhou'd 
think it proceeded rather from Flattery than Grati- 
tude. 

Efcb* Leave your fooling, as tho* we were mere 
Strangers to one another : But this troubles me, that 
we couMn't know o*th' Bufinefs fooner ; for the 
Xf atter was eome to that pafs, that all the World 
tou'd fcarceha* helpt you, tho* they had deuYd it. 

Ctef Modefty hindered me. 

Efcb. Pfhaw! 'twas Folly not Modefty. What! 
to be for runnipg your Country for fo fmall a Mat- 
ter ? Fie upon't : Heavens forbid that. 

Ctef Twasn't well I own. 

Efch to SyrusJ What has Sannio concluded on I 

Syr. He's grown very tame. 

Efcb. Ill to the Piazza and difcharge him. — , 
But do you, Brother, ftcp in to your Miftrefs, 
' Sol Good Mr. Syrtv, Pufh on the Bufinefs. 

[Afidttihim* $jn 
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Syr. Let's be quick, Sir, for the Man's in haflc 
fo* Cyprus. 

San. Fm in no fuch haftc,— IVe nothing to d# > 
but to wait for the Moneys 

Syr. You fhall have it Man, never fear't. 

San. What all! 

Syr. Yes all. Say no more about it, but follow us. 

San. So I will. Exeunt Efchrae and Sannio. - 

Ctef. to Syrus going off. Hark ye, Syrus. 

Ctef. Prithee fee that paltry Rafcal difpatchM a* 
foon as pofliDle, left upon farther provocation the 
Bafitfefs comes to my Father's Ears, then I fhall be - 
ruin'd to all intents and purpofes. 

Syr. Thatflun'tbe: Take heart, Sir. Do you toy 
away half an hour or fo with your Miftrefs the mean • 
time wit hin ; order the Butler to lay the Cloth,and all *' 
things to be got ready; as foon as the Bufinefs is o- 
ver, I'll march home with plenty of Provilions. 

Ctef. Prithee do ; and (ince things have fallen out 
fo luckily* let's e'en make a Day on't. 

Exeunt feveralfy* - 
The End of the Second A8. 

Act III, 

Softrata and Canchara.. 

Soft. DRithee, my. good Nurfe, howisfiielikc- 
I to do? 

Can. How ! Troth I hope (he'll have a good time 
•n't. Her Pains, my good Miftrefs, are juft begin- 
ning: You arc as fearful now, as if y* had ne'er " 
been at a Labour, nor cry*d out yourfilf. 

Soft. Alas-a-day ! IVe no-body at home, and we 
are all alone. Our Man Getds out o'th* way too;* 
and there's never a Soul to fend for the Midwife, . 
•r to call Bfdnm* '^Cw*- 
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. Can. Without doubt, EJchine will be here anon : 
Never a Day goes over his Head, but we have his 
Company. 

Sag. He's the only Comfort I have in my Affliction.* 

Can. As the Cafe Hands, Miflrefs, the Bufinefs 
eou'dn't fall into better Hands, fince (he had the 
inHchance by fuch a Gentleman, of fuch Parentage, 
fo generous, and fo nobly defcended. 

Seft. You're much in the Right : Heavens keep 
•urs for ever. 

Enter Geta as tut of Breath at a great diftance. 

Get. himfeif] We are now brought to that pafs, 
that if all the World laid their Heads together, to find 
•ut a remedy for this mifchief that has happened to 
myfelf, my M ilirefs, and her Daughter, they cou*d 

do us no good. Oh miferable ! Such a Flood 

•f Difficulties overwhelm us, that 'tis impoffiblc to 
' keep above Water. Ravifhment, Poverty, Oppreffi- 
•n, Defertation, Infamy. -• Is the Age fo de- 
bauched ? — Abominable Villains f Curfed Wretch- 
es ? The Devil of a Man. ■ 

Soft, Blefs me ! What makes our Geta in fuch a 
Fright, and in fuch hafte ? 

Get t$ himfeif •—- — Whom nothing cou'd re- 
ftrain or move, - neither Promifes, Oaths, nor Pity, 
nor yet the approaching Travail of her he had fo 
fliamefully abus'd. 

Soft* I can't well underftand what the Fellow fays. 

Can. Pray Miflrefs let's go a little nigfrer him. 

Get. to himfelf] Ah poor Geta / Fm fcarce Com- 
pps mentis, my Paifion has in flam* d me : I'd defire 
nothing more than to meet the whole Family of 'em, 
that I might difgorge my Rage upon 'em, now my 
Blood's up : I'd be contented to fuffer any thing, io 
I might have a fwinging -Revenge upon 'em : Firft, 
Fd tread put the (linking Snuff his Father, that 
gave Being to the vile Rafcal; then for that Dog Sy-. 
rns, that put him upon't, — how Fdtear him piece- 
may / rd give him fuch a tofs, && tea Scull againft 
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the Stones, and ftrew the Streets with his Brains. 
That Boy Efcbine too, I'd tear out his Eyes, and af- 
ter that break his Neck. " The reft I'd down 
with 'em, drive 'em, drag 'em, pound 'em, and tram- 
ple 'em under my Feet. But what makes me loiter 
when I fhou'd be telling this damnd News to my 
Miftrefs? [Going off. 

Soft. Let's call him back. What Gtta i 

GeU Pifh, prithee don't trouble me, whofoever 
you are. 

Soft. 'Tis your Miftrefs calls. 

Get. Ay, where is (he ? —[turning about.'] I was 
hunting for you, Miftrefs, 'twas you I look'd for.— 
You've met me as luckily as cou'd be. 

Soft. What's the matter ? Why doft pant fo 1 

Get." Oh I "-'.I 

Soft. Why in fuch hafle, my poor Boy ? Come 
take Breath. 

Get. We are abfolutely — — 

Soft. What abfolutely ? 

Get. Undone, paft all recovery. ■■ 

Soft. For Heaven's fake what's the matter ? 

[In a Fright. 

Get. Juft now. — . 

Soft. What juft now, Geta ? 

Get. This Mr; Efcbine. 

Soft. What of him ? 

Get. Has quite— -thrown off our Family* 

Soft. Alas ! undone indeed I but how fo ? 

Get. He's run after another Face. 

Soft. Wretch that I am ! 

Get. He didn't do things in the dark, but fore'd 
her from a Bawd in the Eyes of the World. 

Soft. Are you fure of this ? % 

Get. Moft fure ; thefe very Eyes faw it* 

Soft, weeping.] Oh unfortunate Softrata f What 
€anft thou truft to, or whom canft thou truft? Our 
dear Efcbine do this !. the very Soul of us *\U \xv 
whom we plac'd our Hoge* *adlUpgm^\ Yfcsw 
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ofthefwore he wou'dn'tlive a day with out his Tarn 
fbila, and faid, he'd put the. Infant on his Father 1 
Knees, and in that fort beg his leave to marry her. 

Get. Pray, Miftrefs, forbear weeping, but rather 
confider what's fit to be done ; whether we (hou'd 
put up with the Affront, or tell it to a Friend. 
. Can. Hold, hold Mm; Haft laft thy Senics; D'ye 
think this a Buiinefs fit to be blaz'd abroad ? 

Get. Nay, I'm for hufhing of it againft the world. 
Firft, the Cafe is plain, he has left us for good and 
all Now if we make it publick, ten to one but 
he'll difown it, then your Reputation, and your 
Daughter's Honour will be call'd in queftion. Bat 
put the Cafe he confefleth all, 'twou'dn't be pru- 
dence to give him your Daughter, whilft he keeps 
another: Therefore, take the* thing which way you 
pleafe, Concealment is my Opinion. 

Sell. Ah, by no means : Til not agree to*t. 

Get. What will ye do then ? 

Soft. Divulge it. 

Get. How ! Have a fpecial care, Miftrefs, what 
you do. 

Soft. The Cafe can never be worfe than 'tis : For 
• firft, (he has no portion ; then file's robb'd of that 
which might ha* went inftead of one ; fo that fhe 
can't be put off for a Maid. I have one fhift left, 
if he deny't, the Ring he loft is Proof enough. In 
fine, fince my own Confcience tells me, that this 
Mifhap can't be charg'd either to my Covetoufnefs, 
or to any bafe Ends that I or my Daughter had 
in't, we'll even venture a Try at Law. 

Get D'ye think fo r Pray, think on't again. 

S*Jf. Do you, Geta, make all the hafte you can to 
her (Joulin Hegeos, and tell him the whole Story ; for 
he was a choice Friend of my poor Husband's, and 
had always a great kindnefs for our Family. 

Get. Ay faith, there's no body elfe looks upon us. 

Seft. Good Cantbara, do you run, and call the 
Midwife, that fhe may be i'tn way, if need be. 
lExeunt jtvtrtlly Eattr 
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Enter Dcmea alone, 
Dem. Undone, undone ! They fay my Boy Ctefi* 
pbo made one with his Brother at the Rape ; That he 
fhou'd be able to debauch a Lad of his Sobriety is the 
only thing that cou'd add to my misfortunes. Where 
(hall I fearch for him ? I'm afraid they've carried him 
to feme Bawdy- houfe or other. The Rake-hell his 
Brother has drawn him in, I'm confident. But 

yonder comes Syrus, 111 learn of him where he is. 
But i'faith he's one of their Gang, and if he per- 
ceive I want it, the Rogue will never tell me any 
thing; therefore he (han't know. my defign. 
Enter Syr us at another part of the Stage \ very merry* 
Syr. to himfelf] We've been telling the whole Ex- 
ploit to the old Gentleman, and how 'twas carried on : 
I never faw the old Man fo tickled in my whole Life. 
Dem. over-bearing] Blefs me! What a Cox- 
comb's my Brother ? 

Syr. to himfelf] He commended his Son, and 
thank'd my Worfhip for adviiing of him. 

Dem. 1 can't hold any longer. \Afidt\ 

Syr. to himfelf] He told out theMoney forthwith, 
and gave us a Broad-piece overplus to be merry with- 
al, and edad, 'twas employ 'd even as Pd hare it. 

Dem. Hah ! If you'd have any thing done as it 
fhou'd be, commend me to this Gentleman. XAfidt. 
Syr. ft*rting.\ Ha, Mr. Bern**, I didn't lee ye, 
How does your Worfhip ? 

Dem. How ? 1 can't but wonder at your fine 

way of living. 

Syr. Faith, Sir, *tis Dretty filly, and to fpeak the 
truth, fomewhat oddiin. - — [Turning to Micio'i 
Houfe] You Droma, gut and fcale the reft o f th* 
Fifli, but the great Conger- Eel,let him play in the 
Water- a little; when I come back, well bone him, 
and not before. 
Dew.Kxt thefe fcandalousVillanies to be allow'd of? 
Syr. to Demea] Truly, Sir, I don't like 'em at all, 
and do often cry out,-f/* him wit'biff.^tefbtni*^ <x<s. 
that the Salt-fiJh be well vnttf&A X>t* 
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Dem. Oh Heavens ! Does he do this on purpofe, 
or doei he think 'twill be for his Credit to ruin his 
Son ? What a fad Crtature am I ? Methinks I have 
the day before my Eyes when this Boy will beforc'd 
for want of Bread to run his Country, and lift him- 
ielf a Soldier. 

, Syr. Oh, Sir ! There's Wifdom now I to fee things 
at a Diftance, and not only what's juft before ye. 

Dem. Well, have ye got the fiddling Wench at 
your Houfe ? 
~ Syr. She's there within. 

Dem. The Devil ! furely (he's not to dwell there ? 
Syr . I believe they're mad enough to ha't fo. 
Dem. Is't poffible ? 

Syr. Ah, the foppifh fondnefs and pernicioui 
Eafmefs of a Father ! 

Dem. In good Truth, I'm afham'd, and heartily 
griev'd for my Brother. 

Syr. There's too much ; ay, a great deal too much 
difference, Sir, between you two (tho'I fliouMn't 
fay fo much before your Face,) you, Sir, as much as 
there's o'ye, are wifdom all over : But he's a meer 
Gimcrack. Wou'd you ha' fuffered your Son to ha* 
done thus ? 

Dem. Suffer'd him ? 'Zooks ! I ihou'd ha' fmelt 
'him out fix whole Months before he had been con- 
cern'd in fuch a Bufmefs. 

Syr. Ah, Sir, you need -not tell me what a wary 
Man you are. 

Dem. Heavens grant he may continue as he is. 
Syr. Children prove as their Fathers make 'em. 
Dem. But hark ye, Synts, Prithee didft fee him to 
gay ? [Fawningly. 

Syr. Mr. Ctefipbo, Sir ! I'll fend the old Fool 
1 packing into the Country. \Afide .] He's gone into 
the Country, and hard at work by this time. [T$ 
Demea.] 

Dem. Are you fure he's there ? 
Sjr. Sore ? Why I faw hijn out o* Town myfelf. 

0«v« 
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Dem. That's well : I was afraid he had loiter'* 
hereabout ftill. 

Syr. And was in a plaguy Huff too. 

Dem- At what, prithee? 

Syr. He fell out with his Brother 'ith' open Mar* 
ket about the Mufick-wcnch. 

Dem. Say you fo ? 

Syr. Tfaith he fpoke his Mind freely ; for whea 
we were paying the Money, in drops he unawares 
upon the Back on's, and fets up an outcry, Jritt 
yeajham'd, Brother Efchine, to commit JuchVilU* 
nies ? That youjbou'd dijbonour our Family, at this 
wile rate ! 

Dem. E'dad he makes me weep for Joy. 



[Wipes bis Eyes. 
Efi 



Syr. Tou dotft only weaken your Eftate, Hut your 
Refutation too. 

Dem. Heaven's blefs him ! I hope he will never 
degenerate. 

Syr. Who queftions it ? # 

Dem. O Syrus, he poor Boy had his Head full 6f 
thcfe Morals. 

Syr. And well he may, wh«h he has fuch a Father 
at home to fill it. 

Dem. I do my belt, and leave no Stone unturn'd^ 
but exercife him in all that's good. Above all I 
charge him, Look into Men's Jfticns as into a Glafs* > 
and take example by 'em. Pradi/e this, fay I. — - 

Syr. Very well, indeed. Dem. $buntb*t. 

Syr. Shrew'd. 

Dem. This is commendable. 

Syr. There you hit it again. , 

Dem. That won't be allotted at all. 

Syr. Moft admirable. 

Dem. And moreover. — 

Syr. interrupting] Your Pardon, Sir, Iamn'tat 
leifure for your Moreovers : I've got an excellent 
Dim of Fi(h to my Tooth, and I mull take fpecial 
tare that they ben't fpoil'd : For that is as fcandalous a 
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bufinefs among us, Sir, as the negle& of your Duty 
is among them. And according to my abilities I 
give my fellow-fervants Inftruclions after the felf- 
fame manner, lift's is too fait (fay I : ) That's to* 
much, this isn't done cleanly enough ; tbafs well 
done, pray remember to do fo another time. I inftruft 
'cm diligently, as well as my Palate will ferve me. 
Laftofall too, I bid r em look into their Dijbes, ds 
into a Gla/s, and there learn their Duty. I confefs r 
thefe are mere Toys; But what fignifies that ? We 
muft fuit our Morals to the perfons we deal with.-* 
Pleafe to command me, Sir ? 

Vim. Yes, to get a little more Wit among ye; 
Syr. D'ye defijjn for the Country, Sir? 
Dem. Ay, to rights. 

Syr. Ay, what mould you do here, Sir, where all 
your good Morals are but thrown away. 

[Exit Syrus. 
Demea alone. 
Ay, truly, I'll to my Country-Farm, fince he that 
brought me hither is gone back again.— That Boy's 
all my Care, he's my true Son ; fince my Brother 
will have his 6wn way, let him look to that Rake- 
hell.— But who comes yonder at a diftance ? Mr. 
Hegio 9 one of our own Ward ? ■ If my Fyes 

don't fail me, 'tis he indeed. Ah, we've been Cro- 
nies from our Cradles. By Jove, fuch honeft Citi- 
zens are very fcarce now- a diys : A Man o'th* right 
old Stamp for Virtue and Fidelity, and wou'd not 
do the Government any harm for the world. How 
glad am I to fee the remains of the old Stockj Ah, 
Life is pleafant to me now. I'll wait for him here, 
and bid him Good-morrow, and have a little Dif- 
eourfe with him. 

Enter Hegio and Geta at a diftance. 
v Heg. Ye Powers ! a dishonourable Adlion ! What 
is it you fay, Getal Hah I 
Get. Juft as I told ye. 

Heg. That ever the Family fhou'd be guilty, of 

fuch 
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fuch an ungcntcel thing. Oh, Efcbine ! You didn't 
learn this of your Father, I'mfure. 

Dem. overhearing'] Yes; he has heard of this 
Singing Wench too, and it nearly touches him tho* 
a Stranger : But his tweet Father takes no notice 
otft. Ohdifmal! Wou'd he was but by a little, that 
he might hear all thefe Complaints. 

Heg. If they won't give Satisfaction, they muftVt 
think to carry it off thus. 

Get. We all rely upon you, Sir, we ha' none 
tlfe to (land by us : You arc our Guardian and Fa- 
ther too. The old Gentleman upon his Dt ath-bed 
bequeathed us all to your Care, and if youforfafce 
us, we're utterly undone. 

Heg. No more of that: 111 notfor&keye, nor 
can I do it with a fafo Confcience. 

Dem. I'll to him— honeft Hegio, Fin heartily 
glad to fee ye. 

Heg. Oh ! Mr. Demea, I'm your humble Ser- 
vant, you are the Man I wanted. 
Dem. How fo, Sir? 

Heg. Why your eldeft Son Efcbine, whom your 
Brother has adopted, has done neither like an hft- 
neft Man, nor a Gentleman. 
Dem. What has he done ? 
Heg. You knew one Simu/us, a Friend and Ce- 
•emporary of ours. 
Dem. Yes, very well. 

Heg. Why, he has debauch'd his Daughter. 
Dem. Oh! 

Heg. Hold, Sir, the worft is to come yet. 
Dem. What more Mifchief ftill ? 
Heg. Yes, truly ; for that was in fome meafure 
excufable. He had Opportunity, Heat, Wine, and 
Youth to prompt him to't; 'twas but a human 
Frailty. But when he was fallible of his Fault, he 
comes forthwith to her Mother, weeping, praying,, 
intreating, promising and fwearing he'd take her 
home and marry her! Upon thitall waspardon'oV 

httfiVd 
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hufh'd and rely'd upon. The young Woman proVd 
with Child upon this, has gone her forty Weeks, but 
this fweet Youth Is got to a Ballad-finger, in the 
Devil'* Name, keeps her at his Father's, and has left 
the other to fhift for herfelf. 
Dem. Is all this true are y#u fure > 
Heg. The Mother is ready to prove it, the young 
Woman and the Bufinefs fpeaks itfelf ; Beiides here's 
Geta, as Servants are now, none of the worft, a 
painful Fellow, who maintains 'em all, and keeps 
the whole Family himfelf ; take him, bind him, 
force the Truth out of him. 

Get. Yes, verily, Sir, rack me to death, if all bea't 
true; Befides, Mr. EfchUe himfelf won't deny it, 
pray, Sir, bring us Face to Face. 

Dem. Fm horribly afham'd, and can't imagine 
what to do, or what to anfwer, to make him. 

Pamphila within.] Oh me ! I'm torn in pieces- 
Help ye Powers above, and eafe me forHeaven*s fake. 
Heg. to Geta.] Hah ! Prithee was that flic that 
cry'd out > 
• Get. Without doubt, Sir. 

Heg. Ah, Mr. Demea, flic calls upon your Honour 
bow, and begs ye to do that freely which the Law 
would elfe oblige ye to. I beg Heaven to infpire ye 
to do as you ought ; but if you are otherwife minded 
Mr. \jcjnea, Pii maintain her, and her dead Father's 
Ciufc to the hit Penny in my Purfe. He was my 
Kmfnun, we were bred up Children together, we 
were together at Ward abroad, and Peace at home, 
and together we underwent the itraits of Poverty : 
Therefore Til about it, do myutmoft, and bring it 
to a Try-il, and rather lofemy Life than delert thefe 
poor V/omen— Wh.-.t anfwer will ye return ? 

Dem. I'll go tal!v with my Brother, Sir; what 
Advice he gives, tint Til follow*. 

Heg. But Mr. Dc/vei. do but confider with your- 
felf, that the nore you live at eife, the more power- 
ful* the more rich, tlie mure hr.ppy, una the more 

noble 
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leble you arc, fo much the more honeft and juft 
>ught to be, if you'd be thought Men of Honour. 
Dens. Away ! No more, you fhall have all Right 
ind Juflice done you. 

Heg. Spoken like a worthy Gentleman. ■ ■ * 
Seta, bring me to your Miftrefi. 

[Exeunt Hegio and Geta 

Demea alone. 

This was no more than I foretold. I wifh to my 

Soul this was the lttt mad Prank ; but this allowance 

of fo much Liberty will end at laftinfome fad Story 

or other Well, I'll go hunt for my Brother, and 

difcharge this News in his very Face. 

[Exit Demea. 
At the fame time re-enters Hegio. * 

Heg. to Softrata within,} Chear up good Cos, 
and comfort your Child's poor Heart as much as you 
can, FJ1 go difcourfe Mr. Micio, if he be at the Piaz- 
za, and let him know how the Cafe Hands ; if he de- 
figns to do us right, well and good ; if not, let him 
declare it plainly, that I may know how to take my 
Meafures accordingly. 

The End of the Third Afi. 

A c t IV, 
Ctefipho and Syrus. 

Ctef. en- *\/t Y Father's gone into the Country 
*ring. JLVI fay ye? 

Syr. Above an Hour ago. 

Ctef Prithee tell me true. 

Syr. He's at his Grainge, flavinghimfclfmoft hor- 
ribly by this time IU1 warrant ye. ; 

Ctef Faith, if it might not endanger his Health, I 
could wi(h heartily he might be fo miferably tir'd, 
as to be laid up thefe three days. 

Syr. So fay I ;~And a longer time too, if poffible* 
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Ctef Ay, ay : for I'd very fain, now Tve begaa 
the. Day merrily, make an end of it merrily too. The 
only Quarrel I have with our Country -houfe is, that 
# tia too nigh the Town : Were it farther off, before 
he could get thither and back again/twould beNight 
firft. But now when he finds no Gtefipbo at Home, 
I*m fure he'll be upo' rh' Spur back again in an In- 
ftant. Then to Catechizing he goes: Pray u/bert bd 
you been, Sir f Wbat canU a Man have a Glimpfe of 
ytina xobok Dafs Time f What Excufc Audi I have? 
Syr. Han't ye got one ready ? 
Ctef The Devil a one have I. 
Syr. So much the worfe : Why if you had but 
one of your DomefHcks, a Friend, or a Gueft, that 
were better than no-body yet. 
Ctef. I have, what then ? 
Syr. Pretend you had hafty BMinefs to difpatch. 
Ctef. What when I had none ? — 'Twon't do. 
Syr. 'Twill tho\ 

Ctef. Ay for the Day: But if I lie out all Night, 
trhat Excufe then Syrus f 

Syr. 'Tis pity it is not more the Fafhion to ferve a 
Friend in the Night as well as Day.— But how- . 
ever, fet your Heart at reft ; I know your Father's 
Humour to a Hair. When he rages like a Lyon, I 
can prefently make him as quiet as a Lamb. 
Ctef. As how, T prithee? 
Syr. Oh, he's mightily tickled when any Body 
commends you : I make ye a very Saint before him, 
and reckon up all your virtuous Qualities. 
Ctef Mine? 

Syr. Ay yours : Then of afudden the good man 
cries like a little Child, for Joy. — — Look t« 
yourfelf there. 

Enter Demea at a Dijtanre. 
. Ctef. ftarting.] What d'ye mean ? 

Syr. Talk o'th* Devil and his Horns appear. 
Ctef. Is't my Father? 
Sir. The very (amc. 

Cte/1 



The Brothers. 185 

Ctef. Prithee, Syrus, what (hall we do now ? 

Syr. Run in quiskly, Fillet my wits to work. 

Ctef. If he ask for me, fay you han't feen me, 
d'ye hear ? 

Syr. Can ye hold your Tongue ? ExitCtc&pho* 

Dem. to bimfelf.\ I'm the unluckieft Creature 
that ever was born. In the firft place, my Brother 
is ,not to be found above Ground : Then as I was 
looking for him, who mould I fee but a Workman 
juft come from my Count ry-Houfe, and fays my 
Boy isn't there neither. Nor can I tell for my Ian; 
what Courfe to fteer. 

Ctef. appearing at the Windm^ Syrus ! 

Syr. What fay ye? ^ 

Ctef Docs he enquire for me? 

&yr. Yes, Faith. 

Ctef, I'm undone. 

Syr. Come, don't be difcourag'd. 

Dem. to bimfelf] How great is this my Misfor- 
tune i I can't iufficiently underftand it, unlefs I was 
predeftinated to be miferable. Is there any Mifchief 
happens to our Family, to be fure I'm the firft that 
am fenftble on't, the firft that knows it, the firft 
that reports it, and the only Man that feels the 
Weight when k falls. 

tyr. Faith I can't but laugh at him, .to hear him 
lay, that he's the firft that knows every thing, when 
ike's the only Man that knoW's nothing. / < ; \Afide. 

Dem. to bimjelf] I'll e'en go again to^fetif my 
Brother be come back. 

Ctef. Prithee, good Syrus, take Care he don't 
break in upon us unawares. 

Syr. Peace I fay, I'll take Care about it.- 
Ctef. Faith, Sir, but I ihan't truft my Concerns 
in your Hands to Day ; For I'll fecure my Girl and 
myfelf in fome by-Clofet or other ; E'dad that will 
be the fureft way by half. [Ctefipho retires. 

Syr. Away ! I'll clear the Coft of him in a trice. 
Syr. Moves towards Dcmea jbrv%£i*i fcu &\nuU 
Jtrs, artdjmvellmg. \*t»% 
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Dm. Oh I therms the Hell-hound, Syrus. 

Syr. U him/elf.] If this Trade laft long, there'll 
be no enduring the Houfe. I'd fain know of their 
Worihips how many Mailers I am to have ? what a 
damnable is this ? 

Dem. What a yelping this Cur makes ? What does 
he ail ? What fay you honed Man ? Is my Bro- 
ther at home ? Ha ! 

Syr. Pox o* your honeft Men, I'm a dead Mas. 

Dem. What's the Matter ? 

Syr. The Matter with a plague ? Yourfober-ftay'd 
Son Ctefipbo has almoft beaten poor me and the Mu- 
lick-Girl to Death. 

Dm. What's that you fay ? Ha f 

Syr. See how he has flit my Lip up to my Nofe. 

Dem. How comes this to pafs ? 

Syr. He fays I was the occauon o' the buying of hen 

Dem. Didn't you juft now tell me, he was gone into 
the Country, and you brought h'm part o' th' way. 

Syr. True, Sir, but after that he came raving like 
a Madman, {paring never a Mother's Son of us. He 
might ha' been aiham'd to fall upon the Bones of a 
poor old Man, who t'other Day dandled him in my 
Arms, when he was no higher than this. 

[/betas how high. 

Dtm. Ha— ha— he — God-a-mercy Qtefipho; Old 
Demea right. Well ! thou'rt a Man every Inch of 
thee. 

Syr j D'ye commend him ? but i'faith he had beft 
keep his-flippant Fingers to himfelf another time, if 
he underrfands himfelf. 

Dem. 'Tis bravely done ! 

Syr. Very bravely indeed ! To Cock-crow over a 
filly W oman, and a poor Servant, that daren't hold 
up a Finger againlt him — — Yes, 'twas wonderful 
brave i'fiith. 

Dem. He cou'dn't ha' done better. He's o' my O- 
pinion in thinking you to be the Ring-leader of this 
Roguery. ~ —• But is my Brother within I 
Sjr. No, he's abroad. Dem. 
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Dm. I'm thinking where a-duce I may look for 
him, 

Syr. I know where he's gone, but (han't tell till 
to Morrow, 

Dem. What's that you fay, Sirrah ? hah ! 

Syr. Juft fo, Sir. 

Dem. Til crack your Scull prefently, ye Dog. 

* [Holds up bis Cane. 

Syr. bantering*]. I know not the Man's Name 
where he is ; but the Plaoe I do. 

Dem. Then telLme the Place, Sirrah. 

Syr.y? ill bantering^] Do you know the greatPortieo* 
that overlooks thcButcher- row as yougodown there? 

Dem. Well, what then ? 

Syr. fiill bantering*] Go ftrait along this Street, 
up there, [pointing with bis Fingers,] When you are 
got there, you'll find on this Hand a Defcent, make 
a civil ftep down there. After that you'll fee a little 
Chappel on that Hand, and hard by that a little 
narrow Lane. 

Dem. Whereabouts is that ? 
• Syr. There, were thegreat wild Fig-tree ftands, 
d'ye know it, Sir ? - Dem. I do. 

Syr. Keep directly through that. 

Dem. But that narrow Lane is no Thorow-fare. 

Syr. Ud> my Life 'tis true : I fee Pm a filly Block- 
head, I was out. You mull come back again to 
the great Portico : E'dad here's a nigher way, and 
cafier to hit on. D'ye know my Lord Gratines 
^reat Houfe ? Dem. Yes. 

Syr. When yoir are paft that, turn to the Left- 
hand down the fame Street, and when you're come 
to the Temple turn to the right-hand ; before you 
come to the City Gates hard by the Horfe-pond, 
there's a certain Mill, right-overagainft that is a 
Joyner's Shop, and there you'll find the Gentleman. 

Dem: What Bufinefs has he there ? 

Syr. To fpeak for little Oaken-legg'd Tables to 
fet in the Sun. -— - 

L \>tm% 
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T>em. For your Worihips to drink about.— 

work rfaith. But, why, why, amn'tlgoneto 

Syrus alone (Exit E 

Go thy ways for a Fool : I'll work thee < 

Stumps, as thou deferveft, thou old doting CI 

But Mr. EJcbine flays a bloody while, Dinner 

quite fpoilad : As for Ctefipbo he's wholly tal 

with his Miftrefs ; but 111 take care of my own 

Corps, andwill pick out all the good Bits I ca 

take off my Cups at xny leifure, and fo make t 

as long as I can. {Exit \ 

Enter Micio and Hcgio. 

Mic. entring. ] — Indeed, Mr. Hegie % I canf 

thing i'th* whole Bufinefs that deferve3 fuch-n 

Commendations. I difcharge but my Duty, an 

fatisfa&ion for the Faults of my own Houfe : P< 

you took, me to be one of thofe Men that thin 

receive an Injury when they do't thcmfelyea, 

call Whore firft : Now f 'caufe I didn't fervey 

d'ye think yourfelf oblig'd to me for't ? 

Heg. Far be it from me I I never imaging 
be any otherwife than I really find ye ; but ] 
engage ye fo far as to ftep over with me to the 
Mother ; and tell her the y^ery fame you tol 
that their Jealoufy was falfe grounded, and tl 
took away the Mufick-Girl for his Brother. 

Mic. If you think it convenient andneceiTar 
be going. 

Meg. You do vfell, Sir ! For you'll lighten the 
Creature's Heart that's ready to fink with Gri< 
Vexation, and keep up the Character of a w 
Gemtleman. But, Sir, if you don't think it ft 
per, Til tell her what you fay myfelf. 
Mic. No, no, I'll go with ye. 
Beg. You oblige me, Sir: For howfoever it « 
about, all that are a little down in the world ar< 
fufpicions, take every thing at the worft hand 
fancy themfelvesflighted/caofe of their Misfor 
Therefore 'twill give great Satisfaction to clea, 
.%f£#4/*tfyour{c& 
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JI//V.Y011 fay nothing but what's true and reafonablc. 

Heg. Be pleaa'd, Sir, to come this way. 

Mie. I will. 

Exeunt Hegio and Micio at the fame time. 

Enter Efchine a/one.} I'm quite diilra&ed ! That 
I fhould be fo furpria'd with this unlucky Misfortune, 
. that I know not what to do or undertake ! Fear unfee- 
bles my Limbs, Amazement fhr.kesmy Soul, and my 
Heart's uncapable of Advice. Alas ! how (hall I wind 
myfelf out of thefe Incumbrances, fince their Jea- 
louiics are feemingly well grounded. Mrs. Softrata 
believes I bought the Mu(ick-Girl for myfelf : Old 
Qanthara gave me to underftand as much. For my 
chance I faw her as (he was going for the Midwife, I 
prefently made up to her, and ask'd her, how my dear 
Pamphila did, whether (he was near her time 5 and 
whether (he was then going for the Midwife ? She 
prefently let fly upon^ne. \ln another Tone.] Away, 
away, Mr. Efchine 5 you've befool* d us long enough, 
you've enjofd us fuficient/y with your fine Promife. 
Alack-a-day (faid I) prithee what doft mean ? You may 
go now (continued (he) and take up with the Girl you 
are fo enamour" d with, I immediately percciv'd, their 
Jealoufy : But yet I kept my Tongue between my 
Teeth, that I might not blab out any of myBrother'a 
Secrets to that tatlingGypfie, to have it bla x'd about 

the Town in an Inftant. — But what fliall I do 

now ? Shall I go and fay (he's my Brother's? A thing 
that ought not to be reveal'd for the World. ■ ■■ 
Well ! Let that pafs, perhaps they won't difcover it. 
Then I am afraid they won't take things as they are, 
there are fo many Probabilities againft me. 'Twas I 
myfelf that, 1 took her away, I myfelf that paid the 
Money for her, and 'twas I that furniftVd her with 
Lodgings. I mud own the Fault of all this lies at 
my Door, for not telling my Father how Cafes flood 
between me and my Miftrefs ; and not begging his 
Confent to take her home and marry her. WeVe been 
in a dead deep till now, but now Efchine ik^ta thyfelf 
L 2 >a^ 
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up. Firft of all I'll go to 'cm and clear myfelf. . 

I'll up to the door ft rait. £Gccs and fteps Jhort ] Oh 
my Heart ! how fadly it pants whenfoever I knock 
at fhe Door. [Goes and Knocks."] Soho ! 'Tis your 
Friend E/cbine; fome Body open the door quickly. 

But, ha ! I can't imagine who comes out there i 

I'll ftcp a one fLde. 

Enter Micio. 
Mic. to Soft rata within.] Do as Iorder'd ye, Mrs. 
tiojirata, 111 find out Ejcbine to acquaint him how 
Matters are carry'd on. ■ ■ But where's he that 
knock'd at the Door ? 
. E/cb. 'Sdeath ! My Fathers Voice ! I'm at a 
curled Nonplus. [Afide. 

Mic. Ejcbine. 

E/cb. What Bufmefs has he here r [Jfide. 

Mic. Wast you that knock'd at the Door ? ■ 
He's mute : Suppofe I mould banter with him a little, 
I believe 'twoudn't be amifs, fince he'd never truft 

me with this Secret — [Aftde. 

Mic. What can't ye fpeak ? • To Efchine. 

E/cb. I didn't knock as I know of. 
Mic. Indeed ! Nay, I wonder'd what Bufinefs I 
fhou'd bring you hither. He blufhes ; that's Sign J 
good enough. [AJtae. 

E/cb. Good Sir, (if I may be f© bold) what Bu- 
finefs had you at that Houfe ? 

Mic. None o' my own. A Friend o' mine brought 
me from the Change to be bis Spokefman in a Con- 
cern of his. 

E/cb What was the Concern, Sir ? 
Mic. I'll tell ye : In this Houfe dwells an ordi- 
nary Woman or two ; which I fuppofe you don't 
know, nay, Vm fure you don't ; for they han't liv'd s 
long in thefe parts. c 

E/cb. Well, Sir, what then ? 
Mic. Here's an old Woman and her Daughter— 
MM. So, Sir. ' ti 

Uit. k 
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Mic. The Daughter ha? hurried her Father : 

Now this Friend o' mine is the neareft Relation, and 
by Law is fore'd to marry her himfelf. 

Efcb. Undone ! [Aftde. 

Mic. partly hearing,] What's the Matter ? 

Efcb> Nothing, very well : Proceed, Sir. 

Mic. You mud know he's jufl now come to take 
her away with him : For he dwells at Miletus. 

Efcb. How ! to take the Girl away with him ? 

\Qoneemedlp 

Mic. Yes. 

Elch. What, as far as Milefys, pray Sir I 

Mic. Ay. 

Efch. aftde.] Itftabsme to the Heart. • 

And the Women, Sir, what they fay to't ? 

Mic. WhaFfhould they, think ye ; Ev'njuft no- 
thing : Only the Mother pretends her daughter hat 
a Child by another Man (I can't tell who, for fhe 
nam'd him not) that he was the firfl Comer, there- 
fore the Kinfman muft go without her. 

Efc. So, Sir: And wasn't that a fulficicnt demurrei 

Mic. No indeed, 

Efch. Why fo, I befctch thee ? Will he take her 
away in good Earneft ? 

Mic. Ay, why fhou'dn't he ? 

Efch. Indeed, Sir, this was extream feverc and 
cruel (if I might take the Liberty) I might fay, ut« 
genteely don«. 
.Mic. H«w k>( 

Efcb. How fo ? What d'ye think will become of 
the poor young Man her firft Lover, (who, for oaght 
you know, loves her more defperately) when he 
fliall fee her ravifh'd before his Face, and hurried 
away from his Sight for ever ? Oh, 'twas a very 
difhonourabie thing of you, Sir. 

Mic. Why d'ye talk at this Rate ? Whofe Promife 
had he, or whofe Confent ? When and how were 
they married ? Pray who's the Man ? What made 
him encroach upon another Man's Right ? 

L 3 IJcfe* 
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Efcb. Was it fit for a Girl of her agt to fit crols- 
leg'd at borne waiting for a Kinfman's coming the 
Lord knows when ? Indeed, dear Father, you ought 
in Juftice to have alledg'd that, and ha' defended it. 

Mic. Very good ! Shou'd I ha* pleaded againft my 
•wn Client ? — But prithee Boy, what's all this to 
us ? Or what ha* we to do with them ? — — Come, 
let's be going.— How now, Boy ! Why in Teari 
tho'? [Efchihe witfs. 

Efch. Hear me one Word, I feefeech ye. 

Mic* Poor Boy I've heard and know all : For, lov- 
ing thee, Icou'dn'tbut be concerned in whate'crthoa 
Jolt . 

Efc. Dear Sir ! I'd fain deferve your Love as long 
as you live. This Fault grieves me to the Soul, and 
I'm quite afkamM to look ye in the Face. 

Mis. I believe it fincerely ; for I well know thy 
generous Temper ; but I'm afraid you don't mind 
your own Concerns. What kind of Government is't 
that you thinkyou live m ? Thou haft debauch'd a girl, 
whom by Law thou ought'ft not tdha'touch'd, that's 
a great fault j and tho' very great, 'tis but a common 
Failing; others ha' done it often, and Men of Repute 
too. But when that was done tell me? Did you take 
the leaft Care about it ? Or, Did you forecaft in fuch 
a Cafe what fhould ha' been done, or how it fliou'd 
have been done ? And if thou hadft been aihamiM ta 
tell it me, cou'dn*t I have known on't by others I 
This you were in doubt of for Ten Months toge* 
ther : fo you have betrayed yourfelf, the poor young 
Woman, and yourownChildren too, as much as you 
were able. What! dye think that the Gods fhou'd 
4p your Work for ye, and you fleep the while ? Muft 
fte be brought to your Bed-fide, as if (he were not 
worth the fetching ? I wou'dn*t ha' thee fo miferahly 
cafelels in other things for the World.— Come, 
don't be caft down however, thou fhalt marry her. 
■ Efch. Howl 
.' Mr. De*\ he call 4owju I (ay. 

E/zA 
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2s/h&. Pray, Sir, are ye in eirnelc I 

hLc. In earneit, why not ? 

Efch. That I can't tell, unlcfs 'tis 'cauie the more 
paffionately I deiirc to have it l"o, the more I'm afraid 
it won't be fo.- 

Mic. Get thee home and fay thy Prayers, and then 
fend for your Wife : Go, get thee gone. 

Efch. What ! fend for her prefently ? 

Mic. Yes, prefently. 

Efch. What ! prefently. 

Mic. Prefently, as foon as poffible. 

Efch. Let me never fee a good Day, Sir, if I dida't 
love ye better than my very Eyes. 

Mic. Than your Miitrefs too \ 

Efcb. Full as well. 

Mic. That's much indeed. 

Efch. But what's become of the MiJetian Spark* 

Mic. He's van iuYd, fliipt o/F, and caft away by this 
time. —But why don't you go, 1 fay to your Prayers I 

Efcb. It would be better for you to do that, Sir ; 
I'm fure your Prayers will be heard fooner tha* 
mine, iince you are the better o'th ? two. 

Mic. I'll in, and: take care of what swan ting: D# 
as I bid thee, if tkau knoweft what's beft for thyfelf. 

("£#// Micio. 

Efch. alone.] What Happinefs is this! Wou'd an/ 
•ne think he's my Father, or I his Son ? If he had 
been a Friend or a Brother, cou'd he have been more*- 
kind or obliging ? Ought I not to love him, to wear 
him next my Heart ? His wonderful Complaifance 
has oblig'd me to be fo cautious, as imprudently to do 
nothing that may difpleafe him ; wherefore I'll now 
be always upon my Guard. — But why don't I go 
in, that I may not defer my Marriage ? 

[Exit Efchine. 
Enter Demea ahne, cut of Breath. 

I'm quite founder'd with trotting up and down 
« — A Plague confound thee, Syrus, for thy damn'd 
Directions. — Iv e hobbl'd over the whole Town* 
L 4 btq^ 



194 The BRofH t r s. 

been at the Gate, at the Horfepond, and where iot ? 
The Devil a Joyher's Shoprou'd 1 find, or any Sod 
that (o much as faw my Brother. - But now Tax re- . 
folv'd I won't ftir a ftep out of hishoufe till he Comes 
back. [pfingefy and then enters Mh^o. 

Mic. entring.] I'll go and tell 'em, for our parts, 
we are ready. 

Dem. Oh, here he comes. •"•-Tve been looking 
for you thefe twa Hours. 

Mic, What's the Bufinefs now ? 

Vem. IVe frefli News to tell ye, horrid Villanki 
•f that fine Son of yours, 

Mic. Look ye now. 

Dem. New Villanies, damnable Villaniet. 
• Mic. Prithee no more. 

Dem. Ah, you don't know what a fine Blade he Mk 

Mic. But I do. 

Dem. Poor Simpleton ! I warrant thou dreameft 
. I'm about the Singing-Wench : No, the Rafcal hat 
debtuch'd a Citizen's Daughter. 

Mic. That I know too. 

Dem. Blefs me ! D'ye know it and fuffer it too ? 

Mic. Ay, why fliou'dn't I ? 

Dem. What ! Methinks you (hou'd bellow and 
run mad at it. 

Mic. No ; but I cou'd wifh it otherwife. 

Dem. He has got a Baftard too. 

Mic. "Heavens blefs it, fay I. 

Dem. And rhe Woman's not worth a Groat. 

Mic. §0 they fay. 

Dem. And fhall he be married to a Beggar ? 

Mic. Yea verify. 

Dem. Well, and what's to be done next pray t 

Mic. Why ev*n what (hou'd be done next, have 
the young Woman brought home. 

Dem. Monftrous ! And will you fuffer* t ? 

Mic* How can I avoid it ? 

Dem. Avoid it ! Why, if you were not really co»- 
etrn'd at it, 'twould become you to fcem fo however. 

Mic. 
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A//V. Iv'e given Cenfent already, the Bufioefs i* 
concluded on, the Wedding's as good as over, every 
thing is fe cure, and I think this becomes me better, 
Dem. This Adventure pleafes.you wonclcj-fujly ! 
Mic. No, if I knew how to help it. Sinee I can't, 
I mud bear it patiently. Man s Life is like a Game 
at Tables, if you mifs the Caft youVe moft needofi 
you muft correct that by Skill which fell out by 
Chance. 

Dem Yojr Servant, Mr. Corredar I Your Skill at 
you call it has fool'd away Fifty Guineas upon a Bal- 
lad -finger, who in three or four Days time mull be 
pirk'd off; if not for a Piece of Money, at any sate. 
Mic. There's no Body to buy her, nor do I dc- 
(i^.i to fell her. 
Dem. What a Duce will ye do with her then ? 
Mic. Why, keep her at home. 
Dem, Mercy upon my Soul ! A Whore and a 
Wife under the fame Roof ? 
Mic. Why not, prithee ? 
Dew. And you are Aire you arn't mad ? 
Mic. Yes, indeed. 

Dem. Let me die, if eer I fee the like Folly, i'faith 
I believe thou thyfelf haft a Mind to have a incrry 
ftrain with her now and then. 
Mic. Why fhoudn't I ? 
Dem A:id the Bride, won't fhe be for learning the 
fame Tune too ? 
Mu. No doubt on't. 

Dem. And thou pretty Child, wilt hobble out 
the Hay amongft 'cm too ? 
Mic. Like enough. 
Dem. Like enough with a Pox ? 
Mic. And rather than fail, Brother, thou flult 
make o'thj Company. 
Dem. 'Sdeath ; Arc you paft all fhame ? 
Mic. Prithee, Brother, throw offthis fullen Hu- 
mour of thine, and like a civil Perfon be free and 

merry at your Son's Wedding. 1'iljuft (leg- 

L 5 ani 
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and fpcak a word at that Houfe, and then 111 come 
back again. [Exit to Softrata's. 

Demea a/one."] Here's a fweet Life ! Here are fine 
Morals ! Here's mad work with a witnefs I —Let 
me fee, a wife not worth a Groat, a Ballad-finger un- 
der the fame Roof, every thing running to ruin i'th* 
Houfe ; a profligate young Rogue, and a doating old 
Sot in theBargain : Why Providence itfelf, if it fhou'd 
go about it, wou'd never be able to fave this Family. 
Enter Syrus at a diftance almoft drtaik. 

Syr. U bimfelfi] Faith and troth, my little Rogue 
Sy, thou haft junketted thy pretty felf delicioufly, and 
play'd thy part very fumptuoufly. Go thy ways for 

a wag?. [ftroies bim/elf.'] Since I have llufFM 

my iweet Corps with the Dainties within, % tis my 
Honour's Pieaiure to take a turn i'th' frelh Air 
without. [Walks and ftruts. 

Den. Ther egoes a rare Model of their Education. 

Syr. Oh here's our old Stingo i'faith. How is't, 

•Id Gentleman ? why fo alamort ? 

Dm. Oh damn'd Rafcal f 

Syr. How now old Wifdom y are you come to vent 
wore Morals here ? [Belches* 

Don. Wou'd I were thy Matter. 

Syr. E'gad you'd be the richeft Man under the 
Sun, and your Eftate wou'd be improVd toaMiracle. 

Don. Vd make thee an Example to all Rogues. 

iyr. Why fo ? What have I done ? 

Dcm. Done Rafcal ! In the heat of a difturbance r 
and in the midil of a horrid Crime, fcarce yet 
fettled, you've got drunk ye Swine, as if all were 
well and over. 

Syr. Faith, wou'd I had kept my Poft. [Afide. 
Enter Dromo. 

Dm. D'ye hear, Syrus t Mr. Cetfipbo wou'd pray 
ye to come to him. 

Syr. Away with a Pox. [Softly.] [Exit Dromo, 

Dm. What's that they faid of Ctefipbo f 

$jr. Nothing, Sir. 

Dcm. 
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Dem. How, ye Goal-bird ! Is Cte/ipho netted there f 

Syr. No, Sir ; no. 

Dem. How came the Boy to name him then ? 

Syn That*s another of the Name, a young Smell-- ^ 
feaft; d'ye know him ? 

Dem. I will know prefently. • £Going off* 

Syr. holding him J What d'ye mean. Sir < Whithor 
are ye going ? 

Dem. Do, Jet me go. 

Syr. I fay don't go. 

Dem. Hands off ye Hell-hound; or by Heavens Til 
brain ye, [ fie holds up bit Cane, ana Sy rus lets go . 

[Exit in a Fury* 
Syrus alone. 

The Devil go with him : I'll be fworaf he'll be n^ 
welcome Reveller to any of them, cfpecially to poor" 
Ctefipbo — 'Zookers ! where fhall [ beftow mytell'f 
•—The time this plaguy Story is blowing over, I'll 
e*en flink into fome By- corner, and there deep oat 
this Dofc of Tipple, I thing that will be belt. 

[Exit ftaggerinfr 

The End of the Fourth AM* 

Act V. 
Enter Micio as from Softrata*/ r 

Mie. to So- [J Very thing's ready with us, asf 
iirau within. £^ fcucl before : An \ the Wedding 
fliall be when you pleafe. — [Coming forward.] But 
who's that makes our Doors fly fo ? 
Enter Demc&from Micio's, raving and in a PaJ/ton* 
Dem. tohimfelft Hell,and Furies ! what (hall I 
do ? — -What will become of me ? Heavens, Earth, 
Sea ! Whither am I to direft my Exclamations or 
Complaints? Mu% 
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Mic. Here's a Man for ye ! He has fmelt out the 
intrigue, and that makes him bellow Co.— 'Tis fo, 
I muft expect a fliarp Brufh : But the Boys muft be 
hdp'd. [Afide. 

Dem. Oh, here comes the common Bane and 
Ruin of our Children. 

Mic Pray, Brother, moderate your Paffion, and 
be a little cool 

Dem. Well, I am moderate ; I am cool. Fll not 

give ye an ill Word. Let's reafon the Cafe calmly. 

Wasn't it a plai; Bargain between us (and 

that of your own propofing too, that youfhou'd ha'" 
nothing to do with my Son, nor I with yours? An- 
fwer me directly now. 

Mic. True j [ don't deny it. 

Dem. Wh«t makes him a guzzling at your Houfe 
then ? Why d'ye entertain n\y Child ? Why did yc 
procure him a Wench, Brother ? Is there not the 
fame Reafon for you to deal as fairly by me, as I do 
by you ? Since I neither meddle nor make with your 
Son, methiriks you fhou dji't with mine. 

Mic. There's no Re tfon for that : None at all. The 
•Id Proverb fays, AmongFr tenuis, dll things are common. 

Dem. Very pretty i'faith ; Are you come to talk - 
at that Rate at lafl ? 

M;c. Good Brother, hear me a word, if itben't too 
great trouble to ye. Firflof all, if your Son's ChaTges 
arefucha woful Burden to ye, pray confider a little 
with yourfelf, that formerly yon maintain'd both 
of 'cm according as your Eftate would bear it, and 
thought it then Sufficient for both, looking upon me 
as likely enough to marry : Why, e'en follow that 
old Courfeftill, hoa#d, fcrape, pinch, do all you can 
to raife their Fortures, and take the Credit of it your 
fclf. But then let the poor Rogues make Ufe of my 
Purfe freely, fmcethat comes to em over and above. 

— - Twon't diminifh one Furrow of ySiir 
Land, and what they have from me you may look 
mpoD 2$ clear Gains, Now, Brother, if you ip but 
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impartially weigh all this, you'd cafe me, yourfelf, 
and the poor Boys of a World of Trouble. 

Dem. I don't talk of their Money, 'tis their Morals* 

Mic, Hold, I underftand ye : That's it I was going 
upon. Many Obfervations may be made, Brother, 
upon two Perfons doing the fame thing ; by which a. 
Man may conclude, it may be the ruin of the one, and 
no great hurt to t'other : Not that there's any dif- 
ference in the thing, but in the Perfons that did it. 
Truly, by what Iobferve of theBoys, I'm confident 
they'll prove to our Hearts defire ; I find they hare 
Wit, Difcretion, and Modefty enough upon occaiion, 
and love one another entirely, fo that 'tis eafy to per- 
ceive their generous Nature and Spirit ; you may re- 
claim 'cm when you pleafe :But perhapsyou a re afraid 
they aren't Husbands good enough ; ah, Brother,Age 
has always this ill Property with it, As it makes us wi- 
fe r, (o it makes us more worldly ; and &at will fuffi- 
ciencly incite 'em to be good Husbands. 

Dem. Have a Care, Brother, thefe yeur fine 
Reafonings and gentle Nature don't ruin us all. 

Mic. Peace, ne'er fear that. Lay afide this DiP. 
courfe, and be rul'd by me today.— Come, fmootl* 
up your Countenance. 

Dem. more pleafsntly ] Well, fince things require 
it, I mull do fo } but to morrow I'll into the Coun- 
try, with my Son by break of Day,— * 

Mic. At Midnight if you pleafe, fo you be but 
merry to Day. 

Dem. — And take that Singing-wench along 
with me too. 

Mic. Beft of all ; by that means you'll keep yout 
Son from rambliDg : Only take care fhe don t give 
ye the flip. 

Dem. I'll warrant ye. —And then between the 
Oven and the Mill, I'll fo befmearher with Cinders, 
Smoak, and Meal. — Befides, in the heat of the Day 
111 fend her to rake up Stubble, till flxe be Sun-burnt 
and as black as a Coal. 
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Mie. That's excellent : Now methinks you have 
feme Prudence in ye. And whilft (he's in thiscurfed 
pickle, make your Son lie with her, nolens volens. 

Dim. D'ye rally ? Well r you are a happy Man to 
hear all things fo well ; for my part, I muft .... 

yi^interruftingSy What always in the fameffcrain \ 

Dtm. I ha' done, I ha' done. 

Mic. Pray walk in then, and fmce the Day^s defign'd 
for Mirth, let r s as merrily fpend it. [£*//Mic 

Demea alone. ~\ Ne'er did Man caft up the Bufmefs of 
his Life fo exactly, but (till Experience, Years, and 
Caftom r will bringin new particulars that he was not 
aware of, and (hew his Ignorance of what he thought 
he knew, and after trial make him reject his former 
Opinions. Thisisplainly mycafcatprefent; foriince 
my Glaft isalmoftout, I renounce this rigid-Life I 
have always led. But why fo ? Becaufe Experience 
(hews me therfs nothing like gentlenefs and good na- 
ture: AndthisTruthappears plainly to all that know 
me and my Brother. He always (pent his time in 
Eafe and Pleafure ; always courteous, compiaifant, 
fpeaking ill of no Man, but carrefs'd all, liv'd as he 
pleas'd, fpent as he thought fit, the World blefs him, 
and love him too : But I that rullick, rigid, raorofc,. 
pinching, brutifh, griping Fellow, mufl needs marry * r 
and how have I fmarted for't I I had Children too, 
thofe were new Troubles : And truly, in railing up 
their Fortunes, I've worn out my Life and beft days ;. 
and now I'm juft marching offthe Stage; the Fruit of 
all my Labour isto be hated like a Toad. But my Bro- 
ther enjoys all the Pleafures of a Father without the 
drudgery ; they love him, and flye me like the Plague. 
Him they trufl with their Secrets, dote upon him, 
live withnim, but me they flight : They both pray for 
his Life, but long for myDeath :Thofe I have brought 
up with the greateft Labour, he has gain'd with a 
little Coll; fo I take all the Pains, and he reaps all the 
Pleafure, — Well, well, for once we'll try what can 
be done, whether wecanfpeakobligingly^andaa the 

Gcatlc- 
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Gentleman too, fince my Brother urges me to*t. I'd 
willingly have my Children love and refpedl me too; 
if Gifts and Compliments will do the Feat, Til not be 
behind with the beft of 'em :• But my Eftate muft go to 
wrack : What care I for that, fmce I've onefootin the 
Grave already. To him tnter Syrus. 

Syr. D'ye hear, Sir, my Matter defires you/ 
wouldn't be out of the way. 

Dem. Who cal's there ? — Honeft Syrus, I'm 

glad to fee thee : How is't ? How goes the World I 

Syr. Very well, Sir. [Yawning. 

Dem.^aVJExceUent f This is the firft time I e'er 

usM thefe Expreffions, Honeft Syrus, How is*tt How 

goes the World? They came out plaguily againft the 

grain [To Syrus.} Thou halt fhown thyfelf an 

admirable Servant, and I will do thee a good turn 
with all my Soul, i'faith I will. 

Syr. I'm very much oblig'd to you, Sir. 
Dem Ffack Boy 'tis true ; and thou (halt find it 
fo e'er long. 

Enter Geta at another part of the Stage. 
Get. to Softrata within^ I'll go find r em, Madam, 
and haften 'em to carry over my young Miftrefs — 
[doming from the Door^ Oh here's Mr. Demea. ~ 
Your humble Servant, Sir. 

Dem. Prithee Lad, what may I call thy Name ? 
Get. Geta, Sir. 

Dem . Honeft Geta, why, I loot upon thee at pre- 

tent to be worth thy weieht in Gtld r I'd never de- 

iire co b% -better fatisfy*d in a Servant than that he 

fliould be trufty to his Mailer, as I have found thee 

to be, Geta. For that reafon, when it lies in my 

way, I'll do thee a good turn withall my Soul, IYack 

I will. — I'm acting Sir Court ley, and I do't rarely 

roethinks. ♦ [Afi&e. 

Get. That's more your Goodnefs than myDeiert*, 

Dem. I (hall doit by degrees: Firitofall I'M make 

thefe Scoundrels my own. [Afide. 

Efch, to him/elf.} Thcfc Delays kill me. That tb^ 
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fiou'd trifle away the time with their formal Cere- 
monies and l#ng Preparations for the Wedding. 
Dm. Efcbim, Boy, How waggs the World ? 
Bfcbi Hahf Are you here, my dear Father ? 
J>m . Ah, i'faith Boy, I am thy Father both by in- 
clination, and by Nature too, and tender thee more 
than my Eye*.— But why doftn't thou fend for thy 
fweet Lady ? 

Efcb. I defire nothing more ; I only flay for the 
City-waits and Singing-men. 

Dim. Ho, wilt thou take an old Fellow's Coun- 
fel for once ? 
Efcb. Let's hear't pray, Sir. 
Dim. Hang your Songfters, your Hubbabs, Flam- 
"bcau and Scrapers, and order the great ftone well i*th* 
Garden to pulPd down immediately, and convey her 
home that way : Run both Houfes into one, and bring 
ever the Mother and her whole Family to yours* 
. Eftb. With all my Heart. The pleatonteft Father 
iW World. 

Dem. afiit ] Hey brave : I'm call'd pleafant now : 
My Brother's Houfe will be a Thorow-fare to all 
Corners, the whole Town will be there prefently : * 
His Purfe muft pay for't, and to fome Tune too. 
But what's that to me ? whilft by my Complaifance 
I oblige all, [Aloud to Efchine ] Go bid Btbylo tell 

out half a hundred Guineas quick. But Syrus, 

why don't you do as your arc, bid*? 

Syr. What, Sir ? 
. Dim. Break down the Wall- — And do jou Gita 
go, and bring f em hither. 

Git. Ay, God blefs yourWorfhip for being fo kind 
to our poor Family. [Extunt Geta snd Syrus* 

Dtm. *Tis no lefs than you deferve.— • — What 
&y>ft thou Boy, ha \ • 

Efcb. I'm o r your Opinion, Sir. 
Dim. 'Tis forty times better than bringing a Ly- 
ing-in-Woman along the Streets. 
tfeb, Indeed, Sir, I know nothing like it. 

Dim 
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Dm. This is my Way. ——But here comes my 
Brother. 

Mic. to Syrus toitbin."\ My Brother order it, fay ye I 
Where is he ? Ha Brother was't you ordered this ? 

Dent. Yes, that I do; and in this and all things elfe 
I'm ready to do what may conduce to the uniting, fer- 
ving, helping, and joyning both Families together. 

Efcb. Pray, Sir, let it be fo. [T* Micio. 

Mic. Well, I've nothing to fay againft it. 

Dem. Troth 'tis no more than we arc ohlig'd to. 
For firl, ftie's your Son's Wife's Mother.—— 

Mic. What then ? 

Dcm. A very virtuous and modeft Woman. ■ - 

Mic, So they fay indeed. 

Dem. Pretty well in Years. — — Mic. She is To. 

Dcm. And paft Child-bearing, a lonefome Wo- 
man and no Body regards her. 

Mic. What a-duce would he be at ? \Afii$. 

Dem. — Therefore you ought to marry her, and 
you Efcbine, to d# what you can to bring it about 

Mic. Who I marry ? Dem. Yes, yo*. 

Mic. I prithee ? 'Dem. Yes, you I fay. 

Mic. P©, you do but fool furely. 

Dem. te Efchinc] If thou hall any Life and Soul 
in thee, make him do't. Efcb. Dear Father- 

Mr. interrupting.} What ? And doft thou Block- 
head mind what he fays ? 

Dem. 'Tisin vain to refufe, it cant be avoided. 

Mic. Po, You dote furely. 

Efcb. Good Sir, let me obtain that Favour. 

Mic. Art out of thy Wits, let me alone. {Angrily. 

Dem. Come, come, hearken to what your Son 
fays for once. 

Mic. Han't ye play'd the Fool enough yet ? Shall 
I marry at threefcore and Five ? And to an old 
Woman that's ready to drop into her Grave ? Thjt 
is your wife Counfel, is't ? 

Efcb. Pray, Sir, do ; I've prornis'd it. 

Mic. You promifc with a Mifchief! Promife for 
thyfelf, Chit. . fcww 
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Dem. Fie, fie ! What if he had begg'd a greSfr 
thing at jour Hands ? 

Mic. As there were any thing greater than this. 

Dem. Pray grant this Requeft. 

Efcb. Good, Sir, ben!t fo hard to be en-treated. 
. Dem. Po, promife him for once. 

Mic. Will ye never leave baiting me } 

Efcb. N#t 'till I have prevail'd, Sir. 

Mic. Troth, this is downright forcing a MaQ. 

Dem. CoTtt&Micio, be good natur'd and do't. 

Mic. Tho' this be the moft damn'd foolifh ridi- 
culous whim, and the moft averfe to my Nature 
that can be, yet fince you are fo extreamly hot up- 
on*t, I'll humour ye for once. 

Efcb. This is excellent, I'm obliged to ye beyond 
Meafure. 

Dem. a/Me] Well, what's next? — Whatfhall I 

fay next ? This is as I'd have it What more to be 

done?— [to Micro.] Ho ! there's £ftg;/0 our poorKinf- 
man, and nig bed Relation ; in troth, we ought ia 
Conference to do fomething fox him. 

Mic. What, pray ? 

Dem. There's a fmall rilece in the Suburbs, which 
you farm out, pray let's give him that to live on. 

Mic. A fmall one fay ye ? 
Dem, Were it a great one, you might give it f 
him : He has been as good a Father to Pampbila; 
is a very honeft Man, our Kinfman, and you can't 
bellow it better : Befidcs, Brother, there a certain 
Proverb (none of my own, I affure ye) which you fo 
well and wifely made.ufe of: Chat Age bas alwap 
tbat ill Property, of making us more tvcrdly as well as 
mere wife. We mould do well to keep clear of this 
Scandal. 'Tis a true Proverb, Brother, and ought 
to be regarded. 

Mic. What's all this? Well, let it be fo, if he 

mull needs have it fo. 

Dem. Nowyouare my true Brother, both in Body 
and Soul. iM/V. Vm glad on't. 

Dem. 
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§em. IVe ftabb'd him with his own Weapons 
i'f;u.k. \dfifo laughing. 

Enter Svrus with a Piek-axupon bis Sbwlders. 

Syr. roDeraea.] The Job is done as he order*d,Sir. 

Dem. Thou art an honeft Lad.— And o' my Con- 
ference I think Syrus defcrves his Freedom. 

Mic. He his Freedom ? For what Exploit ? 

Dem. O for a thoufand. 

Syr. O dear, Mr. Demea, you are a rareGentleman. 
e'dad you are. You know IVe look'd to the young 
Gentlemen from their very Cradles : I taught 'em, 
advis'd 'em, and inftru&ed 'em all I cou'd pomble. 

Dem. Nothing more evident : Nay, m#re than 
that, he catered for *em, pimp'd for 'em, and*ook 
care of a Debauchee i'th* morning for 'em. Thefe 
are no ordinary Accomplifhments, IcanaiTure ye. 
.Syr. Your Worfhip's very merry. 

Dem. Befides,hewas Adjutant- General in buying 
this Mufick-Girl ; 'twas he thatmanag'd the whole 
intrigue, and 'tis nothing but Juftice to rewarjd him, 
that it may be an Encouragtment to others ; 1% 
fhort, Efcbine defires it too. 

Mic. to Efchine.] Do yon defire it too ? 

Efcb. Yes, if you pleafe, Sir. 

M^.Since'tislo,comehither,6^«tf .* Thon'rt free* 

Syrus kneels dotv*> Micio lays bis Bmtd $» bis 
Head, after that gives bima cuffitV Beat. 

Syr. rifing up.\ Generoufly done. A thoufcnd 
thanks to ye all, and to you, Mr. Demea. 

Dem. I*m well fatisfied. Efeb. And I too. 

Syr. I don't queftion it, Sir,: B«t I wifli heartily 
my Joy were more compleat, that I might fee my 
poor Spoufe Pbrygia to be made free too. 

Dem. Troth /he's a mighty good Woman* 

Syr. And the foft. that gave Teat to your Grand- 
fon to Day. 

Dem. Faith, in good earneft, if fhe were the firnV 
fhe deferved her Freedom againft the World. 

Mic. What ! For that. Service only ? 

"Own* 
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Dem. Yes, for that : In fine, I'll pay for herFreedoinv 

Syr. God's Bleffing light upon your Worihip, and 

grant all your Wifhes. 

-Mic. Syrus, thou haft made a goodDay's work on't. 

Dim. Befid*s,Brother, 'twould be a deed of Charity 

to lend hint a little Monty beforehand to begin the 

World withal : I'll engage he1lfoonj»y it again. 

Mic. Not a Soufe. . ' 

Efcb. He's a very honeft Fellow, Sir. 

Syr. Upo* my Word 111 pay you again : Do but 
trim. me. Efcb. Pray do, Sir. 

Mic. I'll confider on't firii 

Dm. Hefhall payye; • 

Syr. to Demea ] 'Edad you're the beft Man alive. 

Efcb. And the pleafanteft i'th' the World. 

Mic. What's the Meaning of this, Bro'her ? How 
tomes this change of Humour all of a fudden ? What 
a Fit's here of Squandring and Profufioa I 

Dcm ni tell ye.— That you may know, Brother, 
thefc Sons of yours don't reckon you a^ fweet na- 
tural and -pleafantMan, 'caufe you live as you mould, 
•r do what is juft and reafonable, but you fawn, 
coker, and give 'em what theyil fpend. Now, Son 
Efcbine 9 if you are diffatisfied at my Courfe of Life, 
'caufe I wou*dn*t follow your Humour in all things 
right or wrong, I'll not trouble my Head any fur- 
ther, fquander, buy Miffes, and do what you will. 
But if ye wou'd ha* me inform ye, and fet ye right, 
and upon Occafion ferve ye too, in fome things 
which by reafon of your Youth you underftand but 
little, are over-fond of, and don't much confider 
af, fee here, I'm ready to do't for you. 

2£/?. Dear, Sir, we commit ourfelves wholly to your 
difpolal ; for you know what's fitting to be done far 
better than we— But what will ye do in my Brother's 
bvfinefs ? Dem. Well : Let him take the Mufick- 
Girl ; and fo bid adieu to wenching. 

Efcb. That's very reafonable. [To tbe Spi&*tors. 

Gentlemen, Your Favour. , [Exeunt omnts* 

Tbi Enif tU\x%$&\*» THE 



Tricks of Phormio : 

A 

COMEDY, 

Afted at the Reman Sports. 

WHEN 
L. Pojlhumius Albinus 7 l wt[t n Um 
L.Cornelius Meru/a, y* le Edilu 

C L. Ambivius Tttrpfo, 
By the Company of < and 

££. At t thus oiPrtneftt. 

Flactus, made free by Claudius ', com- 
pos'd the Mufick, which was per- 
form'd on Unequal Flutes. 

It was taken from the- Creek of 

Apollodorus* call'd Epidicazomtnos, and 
Adted four times. 

{C. Fanning 
' and 
M. Valerius. 

A. tt C. 59a. AxtiCbrift. 159. 



Dramatis Perform. 



w, covetous, 



MEN. 

**-*.:~i^ J 4 rich old Citizen efAthe: 
D^P 1 ^ miftrufiful and peevijh. 

f DemiphoV Brother, another Citizen of 
nu—~*— * Athens, an old uxorious Wife ridden , 
Cnremei, \ Gentleman, who in his Youth, lov'd a 

C Girl in a Comer. 

^DemiphoV&w, a good-natured, jnodeft, 
Antipho, \ well-bred young Genu very fond of 

I Phanic his Wife. 

v Chromes'/ $0*, an amorous genteel Spark 
Phedrie, «s # / *&* ¥*&** pafRonateh in love with 

I aMufick-GtrL 

C7&* Parafite, a bold, cheating, intri- 
Pliormio, < guing y fubtle Fellow, and one offingu- 

£ ear Impudence. 

C Servants to Antipho, an ingenious, defign- 
Geta, < ing, plotting Fellow, true to the Inter eft 

£ of Antipho and his Coufin Phedrie. 
Davus, A Servant, an Intimate of GetaV. 
^ . 5 4 tovetous, illnatufd, peevijb Bawd, 
»°™> I Owner of Phedrie'/ Mufick Girl. 

Gratine 5 ^^fi 9 ^ Mw**'** Friends to De- 
Crito, £ mi P ho " 

WOMEN. 

Naufiftra- C ChremesV Wife, a haughty, imperious 

ta. \ Woman, always awing her Husband. 
Sophrona. Nurfe to Phanie, a harmless old Woman. 

MUTE.S. 
Dorcio, A Servant of DemiphoV. 
Phanie, Married fecretly to Antipho. 
Servants. Attendants, Sec. 

SCE-NE, ATHENS. 
The TIME, about fi^ or fe^n Hours. 

T HE 



THE 

Tricks of 'Phowiio. 

Act 1, 

Scene, the Street before Demipho's Boor. 
Time, the Forenoon. 

Davus alone, with * Bag rf Money in bU Hand. 

I Y very good Friend and Country* 
man Geta came to me Yefterday, a- 
bout the Arrears of a fmall parcel 
of Money he had left in my Hands 
formerly ; he begg'd-to get it up, 
fo I have, and am jnft carrying it 
to him. His young Mailer has pick'd up a Wife I 
hear : And this looks as if 'twere a Prefent for )An. 
Bride. What a confounded Cuftom 'tjs for thofe who 
have but a very little, to be always feeding them that 
have Abundance ! All that this poor Fellow now has 
(by ftarving hunfelf, he, bit by bit, with much ado - 
fcrap'd together' out of his pitiful Allowance) muft I 
go at one fwoop, People neves coafideringthe Pajn& 
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wheedled him over, Letter upon Letter, promifing 
him whole Mountains of Gold, with the Devil and all. 

Dm. What, to him that had enough, and to fpare 
already? 

Git. Ne'er admire Man, 'tis his humour. 

Dav. Pox of ill Luck ! What Pity lis I wasn't 
Grand Seignior ! 

Get. When the old Gentlemen fet out, they made 
me Titor to their Sons. 

Dav. Ah, Geta, that ws a hard Task for thee. 

Gtt. Troth fo I found it by woful Experience: I 

* remember my unlucky Genius bore very hard upon 

• me that Day; At firft I began to be ftridl with them : 

But what need many Words ? My faithfulnefs to my 

• . old Matters coft me many a fore drubbing. 

' Dav. I thought as much : For what a Madnefs it 

- it to ftrive againft the St -earn ? 

Get. Upo' that I let go the Reigns, and contented 
_ myfelf to drive as they'd ha' me. 

' Dav. You knew how to make your own Markets. 

Git. As for our Youngfter, he was very regular for 
a While : But Mr. Pbedrie immediately pick'd up 
W* Mufick-Girl, and fell up to the Ears^ in Love. 
She was kept it feema by a damnable griping Cock- 
bawd. — — The old Gentleman had taken care to 
keep the young Mens Pocket's at Low-water : So 




l perhaps 

•gain. I and my young Matter having little elfe to 
do, muft needs bear the Spark Company. . Right a- 
gainft the School was a Barber** Shop, there did we' 
commonly ftay her coming out. One Day, while we 
were dancing Attendance, in comes a young Fellow 
fnivellintr at fuch a rate, as made us all wonder, and 
tsk'd him, What be aiVdf Why (faid he) never till 
$ow I did take Poverty for fucb a fad grievous Bur- 
den; Hard by Pve juft been feeing a poor Girl, cry- 
mg and taking en moft heavily for the Death of btt 
M % 
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it coft him the getting. And then poor Geta mull 
be fqueez'dover again, to give herLadyfhip Joy of 
her Bantling ; and after that, again upon the Anni- 
verfary of the Brat's Nativity, when 'tis dedicated 
forfooth. The Child is the pretended Caufc of all 
the Prefent, but 'tis the Mother runs away with alL 
■ ' But isn't that Geta there ? 
Enter Geta. 

Get. to them within.] If a led hair'd Fellow 
iitu'd enquire for me.— — 

Dav . He's here, fpare your Breath. 
Get. turning about.] Ho, Davus ! I was juft com- 
ing to give ye the Meeting. 

Dav. Here, hold your Hand. [Gives bint the Bag, 
[Th all good, and jufl what I ow'd ye. 

Get. Thau art an honeft Fellow, and 'twas kindly 
done not to forget me. 

Dav. Kind indeed, as the World goes now, I'll 
allure ye, for 'tis come to that pafs, that a Man 
rnuft pray, and be thankful, to get his own again. 
But why fo concern'd ? 

Get. Who I ? If you did but know the dread 

and danger I'm in. 

Dav. As how I pray ? 

Get. You fhall know upon promife of Secrefie. 

Dav . Away Simpleton : What ! truft me with 
thy Money, and afraid to truft me with a Secret f I 
fhou'dn't get a Pin o* my Sleeve by falfifying with 
thee now. 

Get. Prithee hear me then. 

Dav. Yes, with bath Ears. 

Get. You know Mr. Cbrem$s, our old Matter's 
elder Brother, don't ye ? 

Dav. Very well. 

Get. Arid his Son Pbedrie too ? 

Dav. As well as I know thee. 

Get. It fo fell out that the old Gentleman took a 
Journey bath together, Chrmei to Lemiu, and our 
food Man to Ciiicia, where an o\* Cxot*j qHYoita*' 
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wheedled him over, Letter upon Letter, promifing 
him whole Mountains of Gold, with the Devil and all 

Dem. What, to him that had enough, and to fpare 
already? 

Get. Ne'er admire Man, 'tis his humour. 

Dav. Pox of ill Luck ! What Pity lis I wasn't 
Grand Seignior ! 

Get. When the old Gentlemen fet out, they made 
me T*or to their Sons. 

Dav. Ah, Geta, that ws a hard Task for thee. 

Get. Troth To I found it by woful Experience :, I 
remember my unlucky Genius bore very hard upon 
me that Day; At firft I began to be fbricl with them : 
But what need many Words ? My faithfulness Xp my 
old Matters coft me many a fore drubbing. 

Dav. I thought as much : For what a Madneft it 
it to drive againft the Stream ? 

Get. Upo' that I let go the Reigns, and contented 
myfelf to drive as they'd ha' me. 

Dav. You knew how to make your own Markets. 

Get. As for our Youngfter, he was very regular for 
a While : But Mr; Pbedrie immediately pick'd up 
his Mufick-Girl, and fell up to the Ears^ in Love. 
She was kept it feems by a damnable griping Cock-, 
bawd. — — The old Gentleman had taken care to 
keep the young Mens Pocket 1 * at Low-water : So 
that our amorous Spark cou'd do nothing but loolc 
Babies in hisMiftrefs*sEyes, follow her upo' th'Scent, 
and perhaps lead her to the Mufick-School and back 
again. I and my young Matter having little elfe to 
do, muft needs bear the Spark Company.. Right a- 
gainft the School was a Barber's Shop, there did we' 
commonly ftay her coming out. One Day, while we 
were dancing Attendance, in comes a young Fellow 
fnivclling at fuch a rate, as made us all wonder, and 
ask'd him, What be aiVdf Why (faid he) never till 
now 1 did take Poverty fir fuch a fad grievous Bur- 
den: Hard by rve juft been feeing a foorGift^ cry- 
vj Md 'taking en mojf beaviU far tbi Death of >>«* 
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lahtber, by wbofe dead Body Jhe was then ft ting, &b* 
bad neither Friends, Acquaintance nor Relation, be- 
fides one poor old Woman, to ft and by her, or look af- 
ter the Funeral. It grieved me to the very Soul, for 
Jhe was an extraordinary Beauty^ In fhort, we were 
all fet agog at the Story. Mr. Antifbo prefcntly cry'd, 
Shall we go and fee her? Ay, ay, fays another, Let's 
go, prithee boneft Man bring us to the Place. Away 
we go, come to her, fee her : A pretty Roguf i'faith 
jhe was : And what's more, ihe had nothing of Or* 
namentto fet off her Beauty : Her Hair all about 
her Ears, her Feet bare, all out of order, her Cheeki 
Wubber'd, anddrefs'd in fuch a pickle, that if ihe 
foadn't been lovely to a Miracle, thefe Circum- 
ftances would have made her very difagrceable. The 
Spark that was enamour'd with the Mufick-Girl, 
only faid, Shis well enough; but ours, — r— 

Da v. interrupting ] Was fmittep, I warrant. 

Get. Can ye guei's how deeply ? — But now pray 
^bferve what came on't. The very next Day he goes 
Tight to the old Woman, and very fairly beggs her 
leave for a Night's Lodging; which (he as fairly dcr 
snied him, telling him, That bis Pretenfions were un- 
reafonabie, that the Girl was a Citizen's Daughter, 
well bred, and of a good Family : That if he woud 
take her for better for worfe, he bad the Law to beat 
bim out in't ; but if not, Jhe had no more to Jay to him. 
This put my Gentleman to a fad Nonplus. Marry 
her he would with all his Heart, but was afraid of 
the old Gentleman abroad. 

Dav. Wouldn't his Father have allow'don't, think 
ye, when he came back ? 

Get. What? To have married a Girl who had 
neither Fortune nor Honour ? Not whilft his Eyes 
yrerc open. 

Dav. Well, and what came on't at laft I 

Get. What?— Why, a certain wheedling Raf- 
cal, Phormio by Name, an audacious Fellow, 
would the Devil had him for me, 
x D*p. What of him ? Get* 
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Get. He put this damn'd Proje& into the young 
Man's Head Fm juft about to tell ye. — You know 'tis 
the Law here, that all Orphan Girls muft be married ' 
to the next of Kin, and the fame Law binds the next 
of Kin to marry them. Now (by she) P 11 fay you 
art the GirPs Kin/man, and commence a Suit againft 
yt 9 pretending to be a .Friend of ber Father's, and 
bring it to a Try a/; as for who was her Father, who 
btr Mother, and how you came to be her Kinftnan 9 
lit me alone for giving all to the beft Advantage too. 
When you difprove none of all this, I jkall cafi ye. 
When your Father comes home, btll be for trouncing 
#' me. But what (are If the Girl will be our own. 

Dav. A very pretty piece of Roguery, in troth ! 

Get. Antipho was perfuaded, the Bufinefs dene, 
the Caufe try'd, we caft, and he married. 

Dav. What's that yen tell me ? 

Get. 'Tis cVn *s I fay. 

Dav. Ah, poor Geta+ what will become of thee 
then? 

Get. Faith I can't tell; only thus much I know, 
fall back, fall edge, we rnuft bear it. 

Dav. Now I like ye. Spoken like a Philofopher. 

Get. I've no Hopes but in this inventing Noddle 
of my own. 

Dav. I cemmend thee. _ 

Get. Should I go now and fet fome petty Friend" 
to plead for me thus I Good Sir, pardon him this 
once, but if ever be does the like again, Pll not open 
my Mouth for him. Twere well if he didn't add, 
But when I am gene, bang him Dog. 

Dav. But now for the Mufick- Wench's Gentle- 
man Ufher, how comes he of; 

Get. Poor enough, Jove knows. 

Dav. I warrant he has but little of the Ready 
Money to beftew on her. 

Get. Not a Soufe : Only fine Wordt and gay 
Promifes. x 

) Dav. Is hb Father com* hamcox.uo* 

M 2 <*•* 



Pbe. I give ye the hearing. 

Ant. — Whifl I'm hourly in Expectation! o* my 
Father's fudden Return, who will pluck me from 
Aer£jabracc». W* 
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Get. Not yet. 

Dav. When d'ye look for your old Gentleman ? 
Get. I can't tell pofitively, but I hear there*s a 
Letter from him at the Cuftom-houfe, that came up 
by the Packet-boat : ■'■•.-. 

jDtff. Dye want anything elfa with me, Get*? 
Get. Nothing but good bu'y t*ye. [Exit Davos. 

Gtta alone, 
To them within.] Soho Sirrah !—— What's thcr* 
«o body at home ? [Enter a Foot- Boy.] Here take | 
this, and carry it to Dor do. [Gives him the Manet. 

Exeunt fevertUjt 
The End of the Firft J8. 



Act II. 

Antipho and Phedrie. 

Ant. en- TJ U T, Phedrie, is it come to thatpaft 
tring. J3 now * tnat I mou'd be afraid of my 
own Father, when I think of his Return ? And a 
Father that loves me fo ! If I had not been a ra(h 
Blockhead, \ might have expected his coming home 
as became me. 

Phe. What d 1 ye mean by all this r 

Ant. A pretty queftion ! When you yourfelf were' 
my chiefeft Confidant in this mad Prank. Well, I 
cou'dwifh Phormio^s Tongue had been out before he 
had given me fuch Counfel, and prefs'd my willing | 
Mind on to what has been the Foundation of all my I 
Miferies. If I hadn't enjoy'd her at all, it might 
ha* made me melancholy for three or four Days or 
fo 5 but then I ihou'dn't have had this perpetual vex- 
ation upon me. 



\ 
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Pbe. Others are griev'd for whant of Enjoyment", 
but you for being glutted with it. The God of Lo\*e 
has been too liberal to ye, Coufin : For my part,. 
your'sisaLifel'd asfoon wifh for, and dcfire, as any 
whatever. I fhould thank the Gods, did they blcft 
me with fo long a Banquet of Love as you've been 
bled withal, and wou'd be content to die the nexr 
Moment. Pray confider with yoorfelf what trouble! 
I endure by the being debarred from the thing I love, 
and what comfort you might take in your plentiful 
Enjoyment. I'll fay nothing of your having g>t :i 
civil well bred Woman without any charge, and of 
your being married t« your own Hieing, to a Per- 
fon of an unfpotted Reputation. 'Tis manifest you're 
happy, and only want, a Mind that can teli what, 
things are well. Had you to do with a Bawd ji I 
have, you'd feel how 'tis then. But 'tis the Humour 
of us never to be contented. 

Ant. But 'tis you yourfelf, Coufin, that is the hm- 
py Man in my Opinion, who have Power to confuic 
at large, whether you had bell keep her, love her 
dill, or leave her: But I've brought myfclf iato fuch 
an unhappy ftrait, that I never know how to quit 
tninc, nor keep her. 

Enter Geta at a diftance in great bajte. 

Ant. in a fur prize '.] But what's the Matter now ? 
Isn't that Geta in fuch hafle ?— — 'Tis he for cer- 
tain. Alas : my poor Heart forebodes that he's 

the Mcflenger of fome bad News or other. 

Get. to b/fn/e//.] In troth, Geta, thou't a dead 
Man if thou dofl not find fome cunning fhift or o- 
ther to favc thyfelf, and that quickly too, fo many 
Misfortunes are re.idy to feixe thee, before thou'rt 
prepared for 'em. I can't neither tell how to cfcipe 
'em, nor how to get rid of 'em. Our Foolhardinefs 
:an never be concealed any longer. If my Noddle- 
doesn't befriend us at this Pinch, either I or my 
poor Mailer muft fmart for't ? 

Ant, What makes him in fuch a Cafe tt<w I 

M 3 <i* 
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Get. to bimfelf.] Then Fve but a Minute's Time 
for Projection/ My old Mailer's upon our Backs. 

Ant. What IlMuck is come to Town now ? 

Get. to bimfelfJ] When he comes to hear on't 
how is't poflible to pacify him ? If I fpeak, he'll be 
cholerick ; fay nothing, 'twill fret him; and for ex- 
cufing myfelf, I had as good talk to the Wind. — • 
Poor Geta ! alas for thee!— then befides my own 
trouble, Mr. Antipbo is a great Vexation to my Spi- 
rits; 'tis him I pity, and am fo much concern' d for; 
'tis he that keeps me here, elfe I'd ha'' made a fhift 
for one well enough, and be reveng'd of the old 
Man's peevifh Temper; I'd ha' finger'd awayfome- 
thing, and fhew'd him a fair pair of heels for't. 

Ant. partly hearing.'] What Fingering and Heelt 
is the Fellow talking of? 

Get. to him/elf.] But where fhall I find my Ma- 
tter Antipbo ? or where fhall I go look him ? 

Phe. to Ant.] He names you Caufin. 

Ant. I expedt to hear of fome fhrewd MUfor- 
tune by this MefTenger. 

Phe. Are you out o' your Wits? 

Get to him f elf .\ Til e'en get me tome, ten to one 
but he's there. [Going off. 

Phe. to Ant,] Let's call him back. 

Ant. You Sir, ftay. 

Get. not knowing bimJ] You take upon you fufc 
ficiently, whoe'er you are. 

Ant. Geta I fay ! 

Get. turning about'] Od's me ! 'Tis the very 
Man I wanted. 

Ant. Prithee what's the New* ? Difpatch it i* 
a word if you can. 

Get. I will fo. 

Ant. Out with it, quick. 

Get. Jail now at the Water-fide I faw. ■ ■ 

Ant. My Father ! 

Get. You've hit it. 

jftt. Then I'm a dead Man. Pbe. 'Sdeath . 

Mt. Prithee what ftuft 1 fo* Pbt, 
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PTic to Geta ] How's this ? 
Get. I tell ye, I faw his Father, your Uncle. 
Ant. What Courfe ihall I tale to help me out in- 
this fudden Misfortune ? Ah ! fhould my unlucky 
Stars but rend me from my dear Pbanies Embraces,- 
Life would be only a Burden to me. 

Get. Therefore, Sir, fince things are as they are, 
you ought to be the more upon your Guard i for. 
Faint Heart nier toon fair Lady. 
Ant. I'm quite diftra&ed. 
Get. But confidermgyourprefentCircumftances, 
you've great reafon to be othcrwife, for if your Fa- 
ther fees ye once down i'th' Mouth, he'll conclude 
you're guilty of all. 
. Pbe. He's i'th right on't. 

Ant. I can't change my Nature. 
* C$t. Suppofe you were put to a worfe Strait. 

Ant. Why not being able to do this* I ihou'd 
ne'er be able to do that. 

"Get. Pfhaw ! he's good for nothing, Mr. Pbedrie ; 

condemn'd already ; Why fhould we (land trifling 

away our Time with him ? I'll e'en be jogging. - 

Ant. And fo will I too. [They are going offl 

Anu Prithee Geta! — Suppofe I look thus,— * 

[He tries to look pleafantly.'] Is this well ? 

Get. Not worth a Farthing : 

.. Ant, Do but look on me now : [Here be makes 

What d'ye think of this ? Grimaces a good 

wbilt, at laft comfofes bis Countenance* 

Get. No. Ant. What fay ye to't now ? 

Get. Somewhat thereabouts. Ant. Will this? 

Get. That will do't, — Keep ye there : Be fure 

you anfwer him Word for Word, and Jet not his 

huffing and he&oring dafh you out of Countenance. 

Ant. Well enough. 

Get. Say ye were fore'd to't by the Law and the 
Rules of Court; d'ye mark me. [He lochs to one 

Corner oftbe Stage ] But what old Man's yonder, 
at the farther End o'th' Street. 

M 4 K^\* 
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Ant. peeping.'] 'Tis my Father, I amn't able f 
ftand my Ground. [Going off. 

Get. What ha' ye a mind to, Sir? Whether fo 
faft ? Stay, flay, I fay. 

Ant. I know my own frailty and fault too well, I 
give up my Pbanie and my Life into your Hands. 

[Exit Antipho. 

Pbe. Prithee Geta, what fhall we do now ? 

Get. Why, you muft expeft a rattling, but -poor 
Get*, (if my Stars don't deceive me) will be truft'd 
up to Rights. Troth, I think we muft e'en follow 
the fame advice we gave to Mr. Antipho. 

pbe. Hang your Muft ; what you'd ha* m« do, 
command mc freely. 

Get* Don't ye remember, when we began this 
Enterprise firft, how ye agreed to manage it, That 
their Plea was juft, fair. Jure ; in fine % the ckgreft 
Cafe in the World 7 

Pbe. I do. 

Get. Why, this you mufl make ufe of : If you ca* 
think of a better or a finer, take it. 

Pbe. I'll do what I can. 

Get. Do you give the firft Onfet, I'll lie in ambufh 
is a Referve for ye when you begin to give ground, 

Pbe. Well enough. 

Enter Demipho at adifianee ; Phedrie and Get* 
move on one fide obferving him. 

Dem. to bimfelf.\—\iX. come to that then ? Mj 
Son Antipho marry without my Confent ? Sure z 
Father's Authority — -Put why did I name Au- 
thority ? Methinks the fear of my Difpleafure might 
ha' created fome Refpeft : What | has he no Shame 
in him ? O impudent Wickednefs ! And that Hang- 
dog Geta the Tutor too - * 

Get. afide to Phe] So, I'm brought in for a fnack. 

Dem. to bimfelf.\ Suppofe they pretend, 'Twas 
done again/} bis Will, the Law f erf d him rV/. - - 
Well, I underfland, I grant it* 

Get. That's enough, 

De»; 
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Dem. tt himfelf.] But to give up his Caufe fo wil- 
lingly, and without one word to the contrary : Did. 
the Law force him upon that too ? 

Pbe. to Geta, ] That's a hard Chapter. 

Get. to Phe] Let me alone to clear that. 

Dem. to himfelf *] I'm at a fad Nonplus, Things 
have happen'd fo contrary to my Expectations andBe- 
lief : Then my Paffion runs away with me, fo as I 
can't bring my Mind to the common Ufe of Think- 
ing : wherefore in a Calm we (hould be always fure 
to provide for a Storm : So he that comes home 
from a long Journey, ought to think of the Dangers, 
Lo He sand Ban Hhment that may befal htm ; he may 
find his Son debauch'd, his Wife dead, and his- 
Daughter dangeroufly ill. Thefe are common Acci- 
cidents, aud lhou'd be no News to him if they hap- 
tn ; but if things fall out better than he expettcd, , 
e may look upon't as clear Gains. 

Get. afide to Phedrie.] Troth, Sir, you wou'dnV 
think how much wifer I am than this old Fox my 
Mailer. I've fore-caited all ray Misfortunes : Fide— 
Itiety When my Mailer comes home, I mull expedt 
to beat Hemp in Bridewell all the Days of my Life, . 
to be whipp'd and fhac^led, or fent to the Plough- 
tail. All this will be no News to me, if any thing 
happens better than I expeft, I lhall look upon't as 
clear Gains, in troth — ■ »But, why don't you g«> 
to him, and fweeten him a little ? 

Phedrie moves towards Demipho. /xa/Uat*.' 

Dem. feeing Phedrie ] Yonder comes my Qoniuii 
Phedrie to meet me. 

Pbe] Dear Uncle, your humble Servant. 

Dem. I'm glad to fee thee, Coz ; but whcre's 
Antipho ? 

Phe. You're welcome home, Sir. 

Dem. I thank ye;— but pray anfwermy Queftion. 

Pbe. He's very well, Sir ; within call— But youc 
Affairs, Sir, do they fucceed to your dcfire \ 



Dem. fighing^ Iwifh they did. 
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Pbe. Why* What's amifs, Sir? 

Dem. Amifs Pbedrie ( You've made a fine Match 
among ye in my abfence, han't ye ? 

Pbe. Oh, ho ! Is't that you are fo angry with 
him for? 

Geu A rareAclor i'faith. [Afide. 

Dem. And han't I reafon to be fo ? I wifh in my 
S«ul I cou'dbut fet my Eyes upon him, he fhou'd fee 
what 'tis to provoke a good natur'd Father. 

Pbe. Indeed, Sir, he has done nothing to dc- 
fcrve your Anger. 

Dem. Look ye here! They're all of a piece, hang 
all on a String; know one, know all. \A*grily 

Pbe. Not fo neither, Sir. 

Dem, Does one commit Roguery; whip, the o- 
ther's ready to bear him out in't. Does this do it ? 
then that's ready to plead for him : So they help 
one another by turns. 

Get. The old Man has hit upon both their Hu» 
mours better than he's aware on. [Afide. 

Dem. If it 'twasn't a Bargain between ye, you 
weu'dn't take his part fo much as you do. 

Pbe. Sir, if my Coufin Antipho had committed a 
fault to the prejudice either of his Honour or Eftate, 
I'd fooner die than plead for him, but fhou'd leave 
him to fuffer the juil demerit of his Crimes. But 
o'th' other hand, if fomc Cheat, emboldened in his 
Knaveries, fhou'd lay his Snares t'entrap unwary 
Youth, and fhou'd compafs his Defigns, is the fault 
ours, or the Judge's ? Who oft thro' Envy take 
from the Rich their Right, and for Pity give it to 
the Poor. 

Get. Weren't I privy to this whole' Affair, I fhou'd 
think what he fkys to be as true as an Oracle. [Afide. 

Dem. Can any Judge i'th' World know a Man's 
Right, when he Hands like a Poll as he did ? 

Pbe. He did like a modefl Gentleman: For when 

he came in the open Court, Fear and Modefty fo fur- 

priz'd him, that he cou'dn't utter a wtrdof whit he 

^premeditated. (fet. 
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Get. Mfide."] An Orator i'faith. But why don't 

I go and have a touch alfo with the old MunrpJImus 

Goes to Demipho.] Dear Matter, your Humble 

Servant, welcome home with all my Heart. 

Dem. Ho ! Mr. Governor ! the very Prop of our 
Family I The Truftees o'er my Son in my abfencef 
I'm yours too. {Jeeringh* 

Get. I hear, Sir, you're pleas'd to blame' us all 
undefervedly, and me too that deferve leaft of all; 
For what wou'd you had me ha' done i'th* Cafe, . 
when you know, Sir, the Law won't admit a Slave 
to Plead, or be a Witncfs. 

D m. Pifh ! I grant all this; and more than that, . 
J own the Boy was bafhful, and you a Slave. But 
Jet her be never fo much a-kin, there was noNe- 
ccflity for his having her: The Law only obliges .: 
him to give her a Portion, and let her look out for 
another Husband. Your reafon pray, why he ra- 
ther chofe to marry a Beggar Wench ? 

Get. Nay, 'twasn't Reafon, but Money that wa* 
wanting. 

Dem. He might have borrow'd it any where. 
Get. Anywhere, fay ye ? Sooner (aid than done. . 
Dem. Rather then fail, he mould have taken it ; 
upon Intereft 

Get. Ho, bravely fpoken ! As tho' any one wou'i 
have trulled him while you are alive. 

Dem. Well! Itfhall never ga thus, itmuftn'tbe. 
Shall I fuffer 'em to live together one Day to an end ? 
No, I wou'dn't do't for the world- — -But I'd faia 
ha' this paltry Rafcal brought before me, or elfc ; 
direct me where he lives. 

Get. You mean Pbormio, Sir, don't ye ? 
Dem. Yes, the Woman's great Spokcfman. . 
Get. I'll fetch him to ye prefently. 
Dem. But where's Ant if bo now r 
Get. Gone out, Sir. 

Dem. Good Coz. do fo much at fcek him out 
for me, and bring him hither. - 



I 
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Phe. Fm going to rights. [Extt Phedriei 

Get. To kis Miftrefi kc means. {Afide. 

[Exit Get* another WMf. 

Demipho ahne.\ I'll juft ftep in and return my 

Thanks for my fafe arrival ; from thence 1*11 to the 

Piazza, and call fomc Friends to (rand by me in this 

Bufinefs, that I mayn't be unprovided when Pbormh 

•omes. '{Exit.. 

The End eftbt Stand A8. 



Act III, 
Phormio and Geta. 

JPhor. /*- TTOW? Mr. Antipho play at Bopeep 
tring* iTX * or fc* 1 " °^ n * s Father, fay ye : 

Get. Very true. 

Pbor. So then poor Pbanfs left in the Lurch T 

Get. Ev'n fo. 

Phor. And the old Man's upo' th' fret ? 

Get. Yes, indeed. 

Phor. to bimfelf.] So then the Burden lies all up* 
•nmy Shoulders, poor Phormio. Thou nmft take 
what comes on't, and ev'n brew as thou haft bak'd. 
To work then old Boy. 

Get. Prithee about it then. 

Phor. not minding Geta.] Suppofe he mould. aik 
»e. — 

Get. 'Tis you we only truft to, 

Phor. fiudying.] That's right. ■ What if he, 
ftould reply ? 

Get. "Twas you put us upon't. 

Phor. Jtill ftudyinv.] Ay, that will do. 

Get. pulling him §y the Sleeve.] Prithee help us 
out then. 

Phor. turning quick to Geta.] Prithee trail the old 
fox hither : I've all my Traps ready laid for him. 

Git. What Defign are ye upon now ? 
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Thtr. What would ye have me, but to let Pbanit 
be his wife ftill, clear Mr. Antipbo of all,and turn the 
whole ftream o'th' old Man's Rage upon myfelf ? 

Get. Spoken like a Ceuragious Man, and a true 
Friend; buti'faith, honefl Pbormio x Lin afraid rhn 
Lion's Heart of yours will bring that pretty Face 
to look thro' the Pillory at the hit; 

Pbor. Pfhaw ! Never fear that ! I.amn't to learn 
my Trade now ; I know where to take fure footing. 
How many Men d'ye think I have in my time beat, 
and left for dead, Townfmen as well as Strangers ? 
•The oftener I exercis'd my Hand, the more Skill I 
had. And pray when did ye ever hear of am Adtion 
•f Battery clapp'd upon my Back ! 

Get. How comes that about ? 

Pbor. Pho \ your Fowlers never aim at a Hawk 
or Kite that do Mifchief ; but 'tis your harmleft 
Birds they are for. In one there's Profit, in the o- 
ther only Powder and Shot thrown away. Juft fo 
they who have any thing to loofe are in moll danger \ 
'Tis well known, I've nothing to lofe but my Skin. 
You'll fay perhaps, Tkey might feize on my Per/on: 
They'd be hang'd before Acy'd maintain fuch a de- 
vouring Glutton as I am. And troth I fancy they 
are i'th' right on't not to do me fuch an excellent 
good turn for a bad «ne. 

Get. Faith, my young Matter will ne er be able 
to make ye amends for all this kindnefs. 

Pbor. 'Tis we Vaffalsowe more than our Lives are 
worth for the Favours of our Princes. Isn't it a rare 
thing to fcaft it at freecoft, and perfume and bath 
ones felf, to have noT rouble upon your Spirit, whilft 
another hears the Trouble and Charge of all ? For 
you to have all things to your liking, to laugh and 
take your pleafure, while he frets himfelf, to be hon- 
our'd with the flrft cup, and fcf at the upper end of 
the Table to eat of the puzzling Banquet >. 

Get. What d'ye mean by the Word puzzling* 

Pbor* Whca there's fuch a plenty ai would puzzle 

1* 
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ft which Diftt to chufc firfi, 70a little Raguet And 
confcdennfc how delicious and coftly all tScfe Blcf- 
fings are : How can ye call the founder of 'em left 
than a Go^gn Earth? 

EntfrTjtmi^tio dt a dijiinue y mtbHegia, 
Critine *#i Crfco. 
G*7. Our old<Sentieman , i juft upon lit : Mind your 
hits, the Hrft Oafet wiJl be the bbodicft of aU : If 
yon bear the brant of that, you may manage him 
aa-you pkafe afterwards. 

Dem. to bis Fdlnnrs^ Hark ye, my Friend 
Was ever a Man treated at fuch a contemptuous rate 
as I ?—— Your Opinion, Gentlemen?, 
Git. The Man's in Wrath. 
Phor. fiftiy\ Hold your Tongue; f S't I.. — -111 
jpofehim, Til warrant ye, [Very Uu4^ O wonder- 
ful ! Does Dmifb* deny Fhsnit to be his Kinfwo- 
man? Heavens. ble& us J — — What, deny his own, 
Kindred ? 
Get. He does, what then ? 
Dim. I think, yonder'a our Antagonift. .—Keep 
clofe Neighbours. * 

Phor. #/**/.] Doesn't he know who her Father; 
was? Git. No. 

Pbtr. Nor yet Stiff bt neither ? 
Git. No marry doesn't he ? 
Phor. thud.] Ay, becaufe (he had nothing left 
her, her Father's chfown'd, and (he (lighted. See 
what it is to be a covetous old Hunks. 

Gtt. You'd better be hang'd, ye Dog, than call 
my Matter covetous. \fuming w a Paffion. 

Dem. wirburing^ Abominable impudence ! 
What is he come to call Whore firft ? . ■ 

Phor. *Uud ] Now I can't blame the youtgGen* 
tkman indeed, for *ot knowing 8&lpb$ B /caufcle 
was an old poor Man? that lived by his labour, *nd 
was for moil Part iW Country, where he- hired, a 
(mall piece of Ground o* my Father ■; the poor eld 
A&nhai oft compiain'd to mc btwiafe/jDcmiphobis 
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Kinfman bad flighted him ; but what a Man did h e 
flight thus? Why one of the honefteftMcn that ever 
wore a Head. 

Get. See that he and you prove as good as ye pre- 
tend. 

Pbor. You be hang'd : if I had not found him to 
be as I fay, I would never have engag'd our Family 
in fuch terrible Feuds upon her Account, who is now 
fo ungenteely flighted by your Mailer. 

Get. What, ftill abufe my Matter behind his back t 
♦Ye foul-mouth'd Yarlet. 

pbor. *Tis no more than he deferves. 

Get. Say ye fo Jail-bird ? [Unbuttons his CoU 
lar, and clenches bis Tift at bim. 

Dem. coming nigber.} Geta / 

Get. not minding Demipho.] Abominable Thief* 
Damnable Cheat ! 

Phor./o/t/yto Geta.] Prithee givehim an Anfwer. 

Get. turning about-} Who's that calls ? - Oh f Sir,— 

Dem. Don't quarrel. 

Get. This Varlet has been laying fuch bafe things 
to your Worlhip's Charge, that none but this Scoun- 
drel would ha' been guilty of. 

Dem. Well, fay no more on't— [To Phormio.J 
But, hark ye, young Man, by your good leave I'd 
ask ye one civil Queftion, if you pleafe to give an 
Anfcverto't. Pray, who was this Friend of your* 
that you were talking of? Tell me plainly, and 
how near did he fay he was related to me I 

Pbor. You are for pumping as tho' you didn't 
know him. 

Dem. Know him ! I deny't, you that affirm it, 
prove it, and rub out my Memory. 

Pbor. I warrant you don't know one ef your own 
Flcfii and Blood. 

Dem. You make ne ftarkraad : Can't ye tell me 
bis Name? :- 

Pbor. His Name ? with all my Heart. [Studies. 

Bern. Why don't ye out with't then r 
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Pfor. Pox on*t 'tis fliptomTo&ny Head. C^/; 
Dm. What's tlut y° u mutter ? { n Get. 

* Vhot.feftifto Geta.] If you remember the Name 
we mention'd juft now, prithee prompt me.— — - 
VAkudt9 Demipho.] Ha, ha, he. You fhall 

nave none of the Name for me;, as if you didn't 
Know it already : You're upon the catch, I find. 
\ Hen Phormio laugbs and /beats as loud as be can, 
tbafGetaL may tellbim the Name, **</ Demipho 
not bear't. k . . . 

Dm. I fcorn your Words. 
Get, foftly to. Phormio.] Stilpke, Stilpbo. 

. Pbor, The Name, Ha, ha he. But what 

Care 1 ? The Name's Stilfbo. 

Dem. Who, fay ye ? 
. Phor. I fay Stilpbo ; as if you didn't know him* 

Dem. Fll take my Corporal Oath I know no fuck 
Man, nor was *I ever a-kin.to any of that Name* 

Pbor. I$'t poffible ? ar'n't vou afham'd to fay fo ? 
Had he left you a fowling Sum of Money ■■ 

Dem. The Devil take yc. 

Phor. —.You'd ha' been the firft that fhou , 'd ha* " 
irae'd him, and his Pedigree, from the Conqueror, 

Dem. Well, be it fo : If I had undertaken it, I- . 
muft have made it out which way {he was my Kinf- 
woman : Therefore, Prithee do you the fame : Tell 
me which way fhe's related to me. 

Get. Faith well urg'd. Sir — {Afide to Phormio.J j 
Look to yourfelf my Friend. 

Phor. I made it out, as clear as the Sun, in open • 
Court, where 'twas to be done : If 'twere Forgery. . 
why didn't your Son make it appear to be fo ? 

Dem. Tell not me of my Son; he bchav'd him- 
felf worfe than a Changeling. 

Pbor. But you, Sir, that are . fo wondrout^wife 
pray go into Court, and procure a fecond Hearing 
o*th' feme Caafe, fince you play Rex here; ami take 
upon, ye the fole Prerogative of having the fame 
Caufe tfy'd twice over. 

Dm* 
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Dem. Though I've been much abus'd in this Bu- 
fincfs, yet rather than be plagu'd with Law-fuits> 
and your impertinent Tongue, let her gq for my 
Kinfwoman, I'll give her a Portion as the Law re- 
quires. Here, take half a Score Piece, and away 

with her. \Pff ers ^ im Miney. 

Phor. Ha — ha he : A very pleaiant 

Man i'faith ! 

Dem. What wou'd the Man have, don't I offer 
very fair ? Can't I claim the Privilege of the Com- 
mon 'Law? 

Pbor. Is it fo, fweet Sir ? When you've made ufe 
of a Citizen's Daughter, does the Law allow ye ta 
give her a Whore's pay, and fend her packing ? Or 
doesn't it rather require fhc fh«uld be marry'd to the 
next of Kin, and keep to one Man, left want fhqu'd 
make her do that which might be a Scandal to her 
Quality, and you are againft that, are ye ? 

Dem. Ay, ay, to thar n^vr of Kin. But what it 
(he a-kin to us ? or how, pray ? 

Pbor. Enough enough : We needn't try it over 
again. 

Dem. I don't defign it : but I fliaU puih hard till 
I've made an end on't. 

Pbor. You'd as good catch Butterflies 

Dm. I fay, I will do't. 

,Pbor. Befides, Sir, 'tis none of y©ur Concern : 
*Tis your Son is call, and not you : Your Dancingr 
days were over long ago. 

Dem. Then you may fuppofe 'tis he that fays all 
this to ye ; if not, I'll turn him and his Trull out 
of Doors. 

Get. Now his Back's up. \Afiie. 

Pbor. You'd be twice advis'd firft. 

Dem. You unlucky Dog, are ye refolv'd to do 
me all the Mifchief you're able ? 

Phor. He's damnable afraid, tho' he does all he can 
to conceal it. * \Afide to Gcta. 

Get/* Phormio.] Your defign fuccecds rarely. 
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Pb$r. What, Can't ye endure with Patience what 
can't be cur'd < Come, do like a Gentleman, that there 
may be a. lading Friendlhip between us ! [Jeering. 
Dem. Pifh ! Do I care a Fig for your Friendjbip ? 
Ordefire to fee, or be acquainted with fuchaRafcal? 
Pber. If you two can agree upon't, you'll have a 
Cornfortrefs in your old Age : Pray confider what 
time of Day, 'tis with ye. 

Dem. Pox ; let her comfort thee \ take her and 
the Devil to boot. 
Pbor. Good Sir, moderate your Paflion.[7#m>£. 
Dem. Mark this then, without any more ado : If I 
yon don't make all the hafte you can, and take away 
your Jilt, I'll thruft her out by Head and Shoulders : 
That's the Word for all, Mr. Knave. 

Pbor. If ye offer her the leaft Affront unworthy 
her Quality, Pll clap a fwinging Action upon your 
back -That's the word for all, Mr. JMtrma* ! — 
Heark ye, if th*y vraut aic, you'll find me at home, 

\Afiie U Geta. 
Gtt.fi/tly to Phormio.] Well enough. * - 

Exit Phormio. 

Dem. What a world of Care and Vexation has my 

Son brought me into, by entangling hlmfelf, as well 

as me in this unlucky Match ! Then I can't 

get one Glimpfe of him, to know what we can fay, 
or how he ftands affc&ed. Run in, Geta, and 

fee whether he's gone or no. 

Get. I will, Sir. (£*i/Geta. 

Dem. You fee, Gentlemen, how the Cafe ftands : 
What had I beft to do ? Your Advice, Mr. Coun- 
felloe (To Hegio. 

Regie. Meaning me Sir ? — I think Mr. Qratinii 
the fitted Man tofpeak firft, if you pleafe. 
Dem. Come on then, Mr. Cratine. 
Cr*. Who I, Sir ? Dem. Yes you, Sir ? 

Cra. I'd willingly advife ye for the beft ; I am of 
Opinion,Sir, that whatyout$OT^\&\T^c»xtt^<fc\\ce, 
Aould, in Right and R*rfoti,\* t^W m& ™* Mg| 
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fafio ; and the Law will allow it. (Dixi* 

Dem. Now for you Mr. Hegio. 

Heg. I believe Mr. Cratine fpoke as he thought; 
but as the faying is, So many Men, fo many Minds ; 
every one as they like. In my Opinion, what the 
Law has once determin'd, fhou'dn't be cancelled, 
and 'twould be a fca*d?l to offer at fuch a thing. 

Dem. Now for your Opinion, Mr. Crito. 

Critn I defire time to confider on't ; 'tis a weighty 
Affair. 

Heg. Ha' ye any further occafion for our Advice? 

Dem. You've made rare work on't, i'faith. 

Exeunt Hcglo, Cratine and Crito, 

Dem. looking after 'em.) So I'm more to fcek no 
than ever. 

Enter Geta. 

Get. They fay, Sir, he isn't comeback yet. 

Dem. I'll even flay till my Brother comes home; 
what Advice he gives in this Cafe, that HI follow. 
Til enquire at the Water-iide when they expecl him, 

[Exit Demipho. 
Geta a/one. 

Get. And Til go fee for Mr. Antipbo, and let him 
know how Squares go.— But look yonder, he comet 
in Pudding time. 

Enter Antipho Mt a d'tflance. 

Ant. to bim/elf.) In good Troth, Jntipb*, tho* 
and this faint Heart of thine are mightily to be 
blam'd : What, run away, and leave thy very Life 
and Soul to the Management of Deputies? Cou'dft 
think they'd take more Care of thy Bufmefs than thy 
felf? Let other Matters ha' gone how they wou'i 
the dear Creature at home ought to ha' been look'd 
after, for fear the poor Soul, that has lodg'd all her 
Hopes and Fortunes in thy Hands, ftiou'd for truft- 
ing to thy Promifes, come to any Mifchief. 

Get. goes up to him.) Faith, Sir, we were }uft 
praying heartily for ye, but the wtot^ vjvj Oawa»S& 
you /laDkaway and left us fo faat\y Vttt \»w$e* 
Jxt. 'Tw*s thec I wanted, Q$ u. G 
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Get.— But for all that, we didn't flinch an Ace* . 

Ant. Prithee tell me in what Pofture my Affairs 
Hand, and what I have to truft to : Does my Father 
know any thing of the main Bufincfs ? 

Get. Not a bit. 

Ant. Is there any Hopes then \ 

Get. Indeed I can't telL ■ 

Ant. Dear heart ! 

Get. But Mr. Pbedrie pleaded like a Coimfcllbr 
for ye. 

Ant. He has been very obliging. 

Get. Then for Pbormio, in this, as in all other 
things, he has behav'd himfclf like a Hero. 

Ant. What did he do? 

Get. He quite out hettorM your Father, as huf- 
fing as he was. 

Ant. God amercy Pbortnio, i'faith. 

Get. And alfo did my belt. 

Ant. bugging bim~\ Ah, honeft Rogue ! Faith Tm 
oblig'd to ye all. 

Get. The firft Encounter was juft as I tell ye ; at 
prefent Matters go on very fmoothly ; yourFather, it 
ieems, will let things reft till your Uncle comes home. 

Ant. Why till then ? 

Get. He fays, he'll be advis'd by him in thisBufinefs* 

Ant. Ah Geta ! How I dread his coming home, 
fince Iunderfland 'tis his Sentence alone I muftftand 
©r fall by ! 

Get. Look yonder's your Coufia Pbedrie. 

Ant, Where ? 

Get. Look ye; he's juft coming out piping hot 
from the cold SwcAting-houfe. 

Enter Phedrie and Doria, Antipho and Gcta 
move on one Jtde, and obferve '/*. 

Pbe. Nay, good Doria, hear me. 

Dir. The Devil I will. 

Pbe. But one Word. 

D*r. Pox! don't tcaxe me fo. 
/*<fa Do bat hear what I've to t*y. 
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. Dor. I'm fick with hearing the fame thing a thou- 
land times over. 

• Pbe. But I have fomething to offer that 'you'll 
be glad to hear of. 

Dor. Well, let's hear it then. 

Pbe. Is't impoffible for me to prevail upon ye to 
ftay but three fhort Days ?*-[Dorio is going off> and 
Phedrie holds bim."} Whither fo faft, pray ? 

Dor. I'd ha' fcor'd it up for a Wonder, if you had 
mad me any new Offer. 

Ant. to Gcta.] Alas, I'm horribly afraid the Bawd 
M working himielf no good. 

Get* to Antipho.] And fo am I too. , 

Pbt. You won't believe me then. 

Dor. That's well guefs'd. 

Pbe. Suppofe I pafs my Word? 

Dor. Meer Stuff! . 

Pbe. You'd fay, 'twas one of the beft Days-worlt 
you e'er made in your Life. 

Dor. Idle Stories. 

Pbe. D« but truft me, and you fhan't repent it ; x 
you'll find it to be as I fay. 

Dor. Silly Fancies. 

Pbe. Good now try me, the Time isn't fo long. 

Dor. Cuckoo — Cuckoo. 

Pbe. You are my Relation, you arc my Father, 
you are my Friend, you 

Dor. interrupting.] Tattle on, tattle on. 

Pbe. Are ye of fuch a barbarous and inflexible na- 
ture that neither pity nor entreaty can mollify ye ? 

Dor. And are you, Sir, fo fenfelefs and fhamelefs, 
as to think your gay Words and fine Flourifhes fhall 
choufe me out of what's my own for nothing ? 

Ant. to Geta.] Troth I'm, forry for him. 

Pbe. Alas I'm convine'd he's i'th' right on't. \Afide. 

Get. to Antipho.] I think they both came up each 
to his proper Character. 

Pbe. And mud this Misfortune needs ligjxt q^qrl. 
mc in a time whea my CovAiv Antit hi ia\so8&»^ «i 
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fame Trouble himfelf ? [Ant. and Geta go up to 'em. 

Ant. to Phedrie ] Ha ! Coufin, what's the matter? 

Phe. turning bim.] My Coufin Antifbo's the hap* 
pieft Man alive. 

Ant. Who, I? 

Pbe. In having what you love in your own cuftody ; 
not tormented like mc, with fuch a Villain as this. 

Ant. In my Cuftody, fay ye ?— Ay, indeed I have 
as the faying is,-// Wolf by the Ears : How to part from 
Iter I know not, and how to keep her I cant't tell. 

Dor. My very Cafe, by the Mackins. 

Ant. to Dorio.] Courage Man don't play the 
Bawd by halves. — [/# Phedrie.] But prithee what 
has he done ? 

P^/.ThatRafcal !~Why,likea hard-hearted wretch 
as he is, he haS gone and fold my deareft Pampbilia. 

Get. How ! Sold her ? 

Ant. Sold her, fay ye ? 

Pbe. He has fo. 

Dor. A mighty Bufinefs indeed, for a Man to 
make Money of his own Wares ! 

Pbe. I can't prevail upon him to flay but three 
Days for me, and break off the Bargain with him, 
till fuch time as I fhall receive the Money my Friends 
promis'dto lend me — [To Doric] If I don't pay it 
ye then, you fhan't day a Minute longer for me. 

Dor. You'll crack my Brain-pan prefently. 
* Ant. He dcfires but a very little time, Dorio ; pri- 
thee ben't fo hard hearted, the Favour fhall be re- 
quited you double, take my Word for't. 

Dor. Meer Shams. 

Ant. to Phedrie.] Can you fuffer your Miftrefs to 
be ravifh'd from this pleafant Town ? - • [to Dorio] 
And can you ha* the heart to part fuch fervent lovers i 

Dor. That's neither my Fault nor yours. 

Get. A Plague on thee for a Rafcal. [Afide. 

Dor Look ye ; many a month have I born with 
you aga/nft the grain ; you've brought me nothing but 
Court-Promttcs, CrocoifttfiTtax*, w^^gs?**% 
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Purfe : Now, on the other hand, I've gotten a 
Chapman that will pay me freely, without mivel- 
ling j therefore, Cede Majoribus, I fay. 

Ant. In good earneft, as I remember there was 
a Day fet for my Coufm to have her. 

Pie. There was fo> Dor. Do I deny it I 

Ant. Is that Day paft then ? 
Dor. No, but another's Day came before it. 
Ant. Aren't ye aftiam'd of your Knavery ? 
Dor. Not as long as I oan get by't. 
Get. Sordid Villain ! 

Pbe. Dorio, is that your Confidence now ? 
Dor. 'Tis fo ; if you like me, make ufe o* me* 
Ant. Why (hou'd you cheat him thus ? 
Dor. Rather i'faith, Mr. Antifbo, 'tis he cheats 
me ? he knew well enough what I was, but I took 
him for another fort of a Gentleman ; fo that he 
has deceived me; I am juft for all the World as I 
us'd to be. But let that pafs; thus muck Til do : 
To morrow Morning the Caotain (ays hell bring 
me the Money : Now Mr. Pbedrie, if you'll bring 
it firft, I'll follow mr own Rule, Fir/ come, Firft 
ferv'd; and fo good bye t'yc. 

Pbe. What (hall I do now ?— -Where fall poor I 
now, that am worfe than nothing, fcrape up fuch a 
Sum at fo fliort a warning?— If you cou'd but ha' got 
him to have ftay'd three Days, the Money was pro- 
mis'd me by that time, [falh to smJ fro dejeQedly. 
Ant. to Geta.} What, flfall-weleave our Friend in 
in fuch a miferable cafe, who but juft now, asyou told 
me, pleaded my Caufe fo handfomly ? Shan't we 
requite his Courtefy in time of need ? 
Get. 'Tis but right and reafon we mould, I confeft. 
Ant. Come on then ; ,yau are the Man that can 
keep his Head above Water. 
Get. What wou'd ye ha' me do ? 
Ant. Procure him the Money. 
Get. That I wou'd with all my Heart \ \»aX vt\*t* 
mull J have il? 

At 
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Ant. My Father's at Home. 

G*. That I know, but what then ? 

Ant. Pho ! a Word to the wife is enough; 

Git. Is it fo, Sir t Ant. Yes, Indeed. 

G//. Very pretty Council, i'faith! Youmaydo't 
yourfclf if job plcafe ; (han't I come off with flying 
Colours, if I '(cape with a whole Skin upon your 
own Account ; but I muft need* venture my Neck 
upon his Account too ? 

Ant. That's true I own. * 

Pbe. What, Gtt+! Am I no-body wTye then ? 

Get. Not fo neither:-*— But it is nothing in your 
Efteem, that we've ftirr'd up the old Gentleman's 
Anger againft us all, unlefs we provoke him again 
beyond all Hopes of Reconcilement ? 

Pbe. Shall my Rival carry away my deareft be- 
yond Sea, and I be the Spectator too ? — Ah 
Coufin, fpeak with me while yom may 1 take one 
farewell look before I* leave ye. 

Ant. Why, Sir, what Crotchet conies in youj 
Head now , Prithee tell me. 

Pbe. I'll traverfe Sea and Land after her> or pe- 
rifh in the Attempt ; that I'm refolv'd on. 

Get. A good Journey to ye, Sir 5 but foft and fair 
goes far. 

Ant. Prithee, Geta, fee if thou canft help him a 
little. 
Get. Help him, pray how I 
Ant. Good now try however, for fear he do what 
may make us both repent, more or lefs, hereafter. 
Get. My Invention's upo' th' Tenter-hooks. ..« 

E Studies. 1 He's out o' Danger, or I am miftaken % 
iut ftill I'm afraid my Hide will fmart for't. 

Ant. Don't be afraid; we'll Hand and fall with 
thee upon all Accounts. 

Get. t9 Phedrie.] Well, how much Money d*ye 
want ? Tell me. 
Pbi. Fourfcore Guineas or fo ; That's all. 
Git. Fourfcore Guineas\V?W>^\ 1 WW^\^s2i 
• plaguy d«yr bit, Mr. FbtirU. t\k 
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The. No (he's an extrordinary Pennyworth, 

Get. Come no more ; you fhall ha* the Money. 

Phe. hugging him.} Rare Rogue. 

Get. Come, let me alone. 

The. I want it juftnow. 

Get. And you fhall ha* t juft novo ; but I ihall want 
Thormio to fecond me i'th* Defi^n. 

Phe. to Gcta.] Pray ftep, and delire him to be at 
home. 

Ant. He's ready, I warrant ye ; lay what load you 
will upon him, he'll bear't : He's the only Man of 
a thoufand that's true to his Friend. 

Get. Let's away to him out of hand. 

Ant. Can I do you any Kindncfs in this Matter ? 

Get. None at all. Pray go and comfort the poor 
Creature at home, I know fhe's almoft dead with 
Fear Whydyeftay, Sir? 

Ant. I Know nothing Td do with .a more willing 
Mind. Exit Antipho. 

Ant. How will ye go to work in this Bufincfs ? 

Get. I'll tell ye as we go along, therefore pray be 
moving. Exeunt Ambi % 

The End of the Third A&. 

Act IV. 
Demipho and Chremcs. 

Dem. en- XXT Ell, ha'youdifpatch'dtheBufinefs 
tring VV y ai1 wcnt a bout. to Lemno, Bror 

ther? Haveye brought yourDaughter along with ye? 

Chr. No. 

Dem. Why didn't ye ? 

Chr. After her Mother I (aw made a longer Stay 
here than ordinary, and that the Girl's Age wouldn't 
admit of any farther Delays, fhe and her o^iw ¥^- 
mily took Shipping, and(as FminiotxsC^ caxafeVv- 
ther in fcarch after me. 

N ^ ew 
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Dem. When you heard of this, how came you to 
tarry Co long behind 'em ? 

Cbr, Alas ! I was fick the time. 

Dem. How came that ? Of what Diftemper ? 

Cbr. That's a Queflion ! Above Threescore is Di- 
ftemper fufficient.— But the mailer of the Ship 
that brought 'em over told me they're all landed fate. 

Dem. But, Brother, ha' ye heard of the fhrewd 
Misforttme that happened to my Son in my abfence? 

Cbr. Ay truly ; and'tis that has broke the Neck of 
all my Defigns : For, lhou'd I offer my Daughter in 
Marriage to a Stranger. I muft tell the whole Story, 
How Icameiy ber, andby wbom\ but you, I know,are 
as true to my interefl as I can be my felf. A Stran- 
ger, that wou'd be my Son-in-LaWt wou'd hold his 
Tongue, as long as we were good Friends together; 
but if he once disregarded me,he'd know more byhalf 
than I'd have him. Then I'm horribly afraid the Ru- 
iinefs fliou'd come to my Wife's Ear, if it does, my 
only Remedy will be, to take up my Heels and be 
marching: For, to fpeak the Truth, I of the whole 
Family am the only Friend to my felf. 

Dem. I'm fenlible of it, Brother, and Vis a great 
Trouble to me, but I'll leave no Stone unturnM till 
I've proved my felf as good as my Word. ' 

[Tbey ' walk afide* 
Enter Geta, at adiftance. 

Get. to bitnfe/f.~\ I ne'er fet my eyes on a craftier 

Whores-bird than this Pbcrmio in all my Life. I 

came to the Ballard, to tell him that we wanted the 

Heady, and how wedefign to angle for't, and I had 

fcarce opened my Lips, but he knew my Meaning by 

my gaping. He wastickl'dat the Fancy, claptme 

upon the Back for't, ask'd for the old Gentleman,and 

(On his Marrow -bones thank'd the Gods a thoufand 

times, for putting an Opportunity hup his Hands of 

dhewing Ainifclr as much Mr. Phearieh as he had been 

Mr. j4ntipbo\ Friend. I Vi&Ytavvnaxtet TSfe/ttAta : 

Piazza, where I'd brin&\k*o\^C\x\Vj vrtsas^t- ^ 
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ing Demipho.] Look there he is ! 'But who's 

that looking o'er his left Shoulder ? — O the Devil ! 

Mr. ?heirie\ Father ? Pifh ! What a Brute am I to 

be afraid of that ? Is't 'caufe thou haft caught two 

Woodcocks i'th' Spring, inftead of one ? — I'm Aire 

'tis fafeft to have two Strings to one's Bow. — I'll try 

to get it of him I firft defign'd ; if he anfwers my Ex- 

. peculation, well ; if not, have at the New-comer. 

Enter Antipho at another part of the 

Stage, obferving the reft.. 

Ant. to himfelf] I look every minute for thisGeta-s 
* coming back — Hah ! yonder's my Uncle with 
my Father, laying their Heads together. 'SdeathJ 
show I dread what Defigns his coming will put my 
(Father upon. x 

y Get. afide.'] I'll go to 'em — [Goes to that pari of 
the stage where Demipho and Chremes are] What* 
rny Mailer Chremes ! 

Chr. Honeft Geta, how is't? 

Get. You're heartily welcome home, Sir. 

Chr. I thank you. . t 

Get, How goes the World with you, Sir ? 

Chr. Much at one; upon my Arrival here, I find 
a great many Alterations, as I ufed to do. 

Get. So ; then you've heard of Mr. Antipbf* Bu- 
finefs, I fuppofe. ' ,> 

Chr. All, all. 

Get. to Demfpho.] What, did you tellUm, Sir ? 
■ Wasn't it an abominable thing to be fo put 

upon Mr. Chremes ? 

Dem. 'Twas that Point he and I were jufl dif- 
courfing on. 

Get. In troth, Sir, I've been hammering apon the 
fame thing, and fancy I've thought of an Expedient r 

Dem» haftily ] How Geta ! what Expedient ? 

Get. Juft as I parted from you, by chance vvh» 
lhould f meet with but Phormio P 

Chr. Wko-Phomh P 
< Gtt. Yes 1 he that is the youngWoiraiCLS.— r— 
C6r. Oh, I know him. H * " <*« 
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Get. The Toy came into my Head to feel h* 5 
Pulfe a little : I took him afide, Prithee, Phormio 
(faid I) hadn't ye better make an end of this Quarrel 
by fair means, rather jban- foul? MjMafttr'safree 
hearted Gentleman, lind one that bates Law ; but 
i faith if be had taken all his Friends advice, he'd 
have kicked her to the Devil before this time. ■ 

{Antipho behind, overbearing.'] What docs the 
Rogue mean ; what wou'd he be at ? 

Get.* ■ ril warrant ye, you think the Law eatt. 

take bold of him for that : Pip ! We've had Council \ 
vfon the Bufinefs already ; and take my Word for 7, ^ 

you once begin a Suit with this Gentleman be hat 

his Tongue fo well bung, he'll make you fmeak for 1 % 
Butfuppofe be be caft y 'tis no hanging matter ; and 4 
little Money will put all to rights again. After thi 
Difcourfe, I found mv Gentleman took down 4 
Peg lower : Here's only you and myfelf (continued 
I) prithee, good Boy, tell me what you demand down, 
to fecure my Mafter from bearing any more this Bttfi- 
nefs, to take the Girl off your Hands, and to plague 
us no farther. «■ 

Ant. What, has Old Nick bewitch'd the Fellow ? 

[Afide. 

Get J'mfure of this, if you will but propoje. any 

thing that's j aft ami reafonable, he's fucb a civil Gen- 
tleman, there zvorit be two Words between ye. 

Dem. "Who gave you commiffion to fay all this t 

Chr. Pho ! he cou'dn't have fpbken better to 
bring our DeUgn about. 

Ant. All's loft! ' {Afide, 

Chr. On with your Story. 

Get. At firft he talked like a Madman. 

Cb»> Why, what did he ask ? 

Get. What ? The Devil and all ; evn what his 
wild Fancy pleas'd. 

Chr. Let s hear tho\ 

Get. He talk'd of two ox t\ureetafti&t«i Guineas. 
Cbr. As many Devils uVtYum\^WW\*.T^ 
Conscience ? °* u 
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Get. I told him as much my (elf. Good now (faid \) 
fuppofe be bad a Daughter of bis own to marry, would 
be give any more? He \r but 'little tbe better I find for 
having none \ fence one is clap t on bis Back be muftgive 
a Portion to. To be fhort, omitting his idle imper- 
tinencics, at hft he comes to this Conclufiou .: Vve 
bad a mind (faid he) from tb< very firjl, to marry my 
Friends Daughter, which was no more than Reafon 
repirei, for 1 fore f aw tbe [rouble tbe Girl would be 
fat to, by marrying into a rich Family \ fie being poor, 
\ would be made a Slave, not a Wife. Bat to be plain 
i with ye, I want a Wife with a little Money to pay off 
my Debts; now, if Mr. Demipho will give as large a 

(Portion witbber asPm lik'd to have with onePm already 
engaged to, IIP' chufe her before any Woman alive. 
Ant, A Body defa't know what to make on't, 
whether it be Foolery or Knavery, o? whether the 
1 Man is filly or wilraL [Afidc* 

Dem. What, if he has pawn'd his Soul, muft we 
redeem it ? 

Get. Id be mortgaged (continued he) a Piece ef 
Ground for z$- Pounds. 

Dem. Well, well, let him take her, 1*11 pay the 
Money. - 

Get. And an old Houfe or two fir as much mere. 
"Bern. Pox on him, that's too much by hal£ \angrily m 
Cbr t . Make no Noife then, he (hall have aamuch. 
as that of me. 

Get. Then (quoth he) my Wife muft have a Maid; 
more Houjho Id- Stuff mufe be bought, and a toed band- 
fome Wedding kept : Tbefe Things put ail together, 
will come to 25 Pounds more. 

Dem. He (hall clap fix hundred Anions upon my 
Back firfr, I'll not part with a Groat: Shall the pal- 
try Rafcal make a Property of me ? 

[Walks about in a Pajjien. 
Cbr. Good Brother, be pacify'd, TJHay down the 
Money, get but your Son in the Mood to marry the> 
Woman we'd have him. 

N * **** 
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Ant. Alas for me ! AhGeta / thy Treacheries have 
undone me. [Afide. 

Chr. 'Tis upon my Account fheVturn'd out, and 
'tis but reafon I fliould pay the Cx>fts"and Charger. 

Get. Let me how (faid he) their Minds as fvon "fit* 
ye colli whether they defigH to let me have her or no\ 
that I may get clear of the other 9 and know tobat to 
trufi to, for the other Girts Friends are full} defigrfd 
this very Day to lay me down the Portion. 

Chr, He mall have it immediately, let him break 

off that Match and take this Girl. 

Dem. And the Devil take him into the Bargain* 

Chr. I've rery luckily brought with me the Rent 
•f my Wife's Farm at Lemno : 1*11 take that* and 
tell my Wife, you had an Occafion to borrow it. 
f Exeunt Chremes and Demipho. 
Antipho comes up to Geta. 

Ant. Hark ye, Mr. Rogue I 

Get. Ha, Sir; 

Ant. D'ye know what ye ha 1 been doing ? 

Get. Yes ; nabb'd both the old Fools of their 
Money. 

Ant. Is that enough think ye ? 

Get. Faith, Sir, I can't tell, 'twas as much as you 
•rder'd me. 

Ant. Dog ! Are ye at crofs Queflions with nte ? 

[Kicks him* 

Get. What d*ye mean, Sir ? 

Ant. Why, your Roguefhip has brought- Matters 
to that .fine pafs, that now I may gb hanjf my felf. 
To nnke an Example of thee to all Villain^, Hea-. 
ven, Hell and Eajth confound thee. If thou want 
any thing to be well done, I'll recommend ye "to my 

Spark here. What Occafion had you to rip up 

the old Sore, and bring my Dear's Name into Que- 
flion ? You've poflefs'd my Father with new hopes, 
•f turning her off: And, fweet Sir, fuppofing Pbor- 
ar/afhould accept o'th', Portion, he muft marry her 
then to be fure. Aad yrtvat y^V&wkml <&«& >fcv^\ 
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Get. He'll behang'd before he marrie? her. 

Ant. I believe fo : But when they come to de- 
mand their Money back again, he'll rather chufe to 
go to Jail than betray U9, I warrant ye; [Scornfully. 

Git. All Stories may be the worfe for telling ; 
The belt o' this you've left out, and" only mention'd 
the worft. Now pray hear mine j^if he rcce : ve* 
the Portion, he's oblig'd to marry ffer as you fay ; 
I own : But then there muft be time allow'd foi* 
getting things ready for the Wedding, for inviting 
of Gue'ls, and for the offering of his Oblations : 
The mean time Mr. PhednVs Friends will procure 
him the Money they promis'd him, and out of thi* 
may Pbormio refund to the old Gentleman. 

Ant. Why fo ? Or what Pretence can he make ? 

Get. Pretence ! O he has a thoufarid in his Budget; 
What Prodigies have I feen (may he pretend) ;}nce 
toe made the Bargain ? There came a ftrange black Dog 
yelping into my Houfe : A flying Dragon came down 
the Water-Spout ,\ my f peel led Hen croufd : the Priej? 
forbad it, and the cunning Man charged me to medale 
with no new Buflnefs till Winter. Thefe are as 
good Pretences as any i'th' World. Thus' fhall 
things beordej'd. 

Ant. Provided they were fo. ■> 

Get. So they fhall, take my Word for't. — ~ Bur, 

here comes your Father, withdraw, and tell Mr. 

Phedrie the Money's our own. {Exit Antipho-. 

Enter at another part of the Stage, Demipho 

with a Bag of h'loney, and Chremes. 

Dem. entring J Be content, I fay, I'll take care he 
fhan't cheat us : I'll not part with a Crofs to Day. 
but upon fure Grounds, and before fuflicicntWitneY- 
fes to teflify to whom, and for what I deliver it. 

Get. overbearing^ How cautious our Sir Solomon 
is where's no need on't. [A/jde. 

Chr. Troth, and foyou had need, Brother : But 
makehafte, whilft the Fit is upon him. If the other 
Woman fhould chance to be before -Vm&vu^^O^ 
nuy throw us off perhaps, "^ \ ^** 
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. Cet. You are i'th' right on't. ~ • 

De?n. Bring me to him, Geta. 

Get, I am ready, Sir. 

Chr. When you've difpatch'd that, flep over to mv 
Wife, and defire her to have fome Difcourfe wita 
the Girl before we pack her off, that fhe may tell 
her, She has no Car/ft to be angry that wii have her 
married to Phormio, finte he's the fitter Match \ be- 
ing intimately acquainted with her : And that toi 
haven't- done contrary to our Duty, becaufe we have 
given hint as good a Portion as he defer ed, 

Detn. Pfhaw ! what a-duce is all this to you ? 

Chr. O, a great deal, Brother. . 

Dem. Isn't enough for you to do your Duty un- 
lefs all the World commend ye for't ? 

Chr. I'd wilKngly have her Confent tho*, that (he 
Blight not pretend fhe wa's turn'd out o* Doors, 

Dfm, I can tell her all this mvfelf. 

Chr. But 'twill come better from a Woman, tho*. 

Den, Til call -upon your Wife then. 

Exit Demipho and Gcta. 
Chremes alone. 

I'm thinking now what Corner o'ch' Town to 
beat up for thefe Women of Lemno. 

To him enter Sophrona out ^/Demipho's Houfe. 

Soph, to her/e/f.'] What (hall I do ? What 

Friend ftiall I make ufe of, poor Fool that I am ? 
Whom fhall I truft with a Secret of fo great Impor- 
tance ? Or where fhall I loo!; out for Afiiftance ! — 
Tm ftrangely afraid my poor Miftrefs will be bafely 
dealt with.»l for following my Counfel, for I hear the 
young Gentleman's Father takes it very hcinoufly. 

Xhr. What difconfolate old Creature's that which 
comes from my Brother's ? [Afide. 

Soph, toberfe/f.] 'Twas nothing but Poverty that 
forc'd me to do what I did ; tho' I knew the Match 
was fcarce good in Law, yet I advis'd her to't meerly 
to avoid ftarving. 

£br+ In good tf uth, V£ I W\ xfcvg^j wa. tf xsq 
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guefs, and if my Eye- light don't deceive me, 'tis my 
Daughter's Nurfe. [Afide. 

Soph, to berfelf] Nor can we as yet » 

Cbr. What had I beft to do i'th' Cafe ? [Afide 

Soph, to heffelf\ — Find out the Father, 

Cbr. Had I beft go to her, or tarry here, and pick 
fomething out of her Difcourfe ? . [Ajide. 

Soph, to berfe/f.] If I cou'd find him out, my fear 
wou'd be over, 

Cbr. 'Tis fhc for certain — I'll go talk to her. 

[Afide. 

Soph. Whofe Voice is that, trow ? 

Cbr. Nurfe Sopbrona ! 

Soph. And calls me too ? 

Cbr. Look this way a little. 

Soph, turning.] Mercy o' my Soul ! Mr. Stilpbo 
here.' - 

Lbr. No. [Winking on ber. 

Sopb. What, deny your own Name ? 

Cbr, PritheeNurie, come a little this way from tlu 
Door ; and not a word more of sti/pbo. [Soft/y* 

Sopb. No, Sir; and like your Worfhip. arn't you 
he you always faid you were * 

Cbr. 'S't, 'S't. [Going from bis own Dour* 

Sopb. What ? I hope, Sir, youar'nc afraid of this 
Door. 

Cbr. No ; But I've a Mad-woman there in a 
Cage : And I formerly gave myfelf a Nick- name for 
fear fome of you mould indiicreetly blab it about, 
and perhaps my Wife mould fmell a Rat. 

Sopb. And troth that's the Reafon that. we poor 
Souls cou'd never hear any Talepr Tidings of yc 
in Town. 

Cbr. Prithee tell me what ^ufmefs you had at that 
Houfe you came out of? And where ha' ye left your 
Miftrefles? . 

Sopb. Alack-a-day. [Sigbing 

Cbr. Hah ! What's the Matter ? Trvc.7 axtfx. 4^ 
J hope. 

N 5 >** 
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Sopb. YourDaugJiter is alive; but the poorCreiture 
her Mother broke her Heart with Grief. \Wgefu 

Cbr. That's bad News, indeed. 

Sopb. But I, a forlorn poor old Woman, rnrarncft 
your Danghter as well as I cou'dj to the youngf 
Gentleman of that Houfe. 

Cbr. What to An tip bo t 

Sopb Yes, Sir, to him. 

Cbr. How! has he got twoWives tn*n ? [angrily 

Sofbj How fo, I befeech ye ? he never married 
any other but this. . , 

Cbr . Whafs become of her that went for his 
Kinfwomin ? 

Sopb. Your Daughter, Sir's the Perfon. 

Cbr. How ! 

S<?/£.'Twas only a Contrivance of ours, that fince' 
he lov'd her, he might marry her without a Portion, 

Cbr. Blefs me ! How often do things fall out by 
chance, which we have not the H*art to wifh for ! 
Upo' my coming home, I've found my Daughter 
fettled with the Perfon I defir'd, and juft as I wifh. 
The' very .thing my Brother and I ainYd at, this old: 
Woman, without any Care of ours, has moil care- 
fully hit on. \Afide* 

Sopb. Now, Sir, you had heft fee what's to be done 
i'th'Cafe, theyoungGentleman's Father is how come 
home, who, they fay, highly refents the Marriage. 

Chr. interrupting.] All's life enough. —But 

5*th' Name of Gobdnefs, I conjure ye not to let any 
living Soul know (he's mine. , 

Sopb. Not from me, Sir. 

Qbr. Come along, ye (hall hear all within. 

Exeunt Amfo. 

tbe End tf tbe Fturtb A8. 
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Demipho and Geta. 
"***' XXT ^ can klw* nonc ^ ut ou|, f e 'yc5, foU 

Vy Knaves thriving in their Knavery ;. for 
we muft,forfooth, affeft to*bc thought genteel andge- . 
nerous. But we (houd'n't have out-run the Conilable, 
as the faying is. We eon'cln't be content to be cheat- 
ed by him, bait, we raufl freely throw the Rafcal a>_ 
good lump of Money into the bargain,for him to live 
on till he can play us fuch anoifeir Dog's trick* 

Get. Nothing .more certain, 

t>etn % Now-a-days none are rewarded, more than; 
fuch- Rogues as wou'd periuade ye black's white. 

Get. Nothing more, fure, 

Dem. How like a coupfe of Fools we manag'ci 
our bulinefs witji this JRafcai ? . 

Get. 'Tkmanag'd well enough, provided he keep*. 
to his word, and marries her. - 

Dem. Is there any Danger of that now ?.. 

Get. Faith, Sir, he's fuch a wavering fort of av 
Fellow, that I can't tcfl, but he may recant. 

Dtm. The Devil 1 He recant ? - - 

Get. That I can't tell, Sir; I onJy.feppofe fuch. 
a thing. 

Pern. Ill do as my Brother wou'd ha* me ; £ep 

and bring his Wife to talk with the young ,Woman— 

Do you, Geta, go in and acquaint the Girl of her 

coming. [£*// Demipho 

Geta alone. y 

We've coin'd Money for Mr. Pbedrie: The old 
Gt&tlemeriare as quiet as Lambs : Care is taken that 
Pbanie fhan't ftir a Foot out of our Houfe for the. 

Erefent— But what next, Friend Get*?. What's to- 
e. done now ? — — Thou art as deep in the Dirt aa. ' 
ever ; and Tinker like, m mending otic &t>\&, Wi' 
made t wo— — ■• Tia true, there \a * favwA &t\&* 
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being put off for a day or two longer ; but i'faith thou 
wfft receive it and with Intereft too, if thou doft not 

look about thec Well, I'll go home and teach 

Pbanie her Leflbn, that fhe mayn't be furprizM at 
Pbormio's Behaviour, or Naufiftratfs Difcourfe. 
Exit Geta, and as be goes off Enter Dcmipho 
leading in Naufiftrata. 

Dem. entring] Come on then ; and pray 

Madam, make ufe of your fine Knack of Speaking 
now, that the Girl mayn't think hardly of us, but 
be brought to do what we'd have her freely and 
willingly. 
Nau. So I will, Brother. 
Dem. Let your Endeavours be as fcrviceable to 
me now, as before your Purfe was. 

Nau. I fhould be glad to pleafure ye j but in troth, 
Brother 'tis all along with mv naughty Man'scarelcf- 
nefs that I can't do fo handfomely as I would. 
Dem, How fo, pray ? 

Nau/. Why, in troth he doesn't manage the 
Elhte my Father left me worth a Farthing; for he 
conftantly made nigh Four Hundred Pounds ? Year 
of his Land — — -Blefs me ! to fee the Difference of 
Men. 

Dm. Nigh Four Hundred Pounds a Year, fay ye? 
Nau* Yes indeed, when things were at a lower 
Rate by far than now. 
Dem. Very ftrange ! 
Nau. You wonder at it I warrant ye ? 
Dem. Ay, and I can't forbear. 
Nau. Wou'd I h id been a Man for his fake, I'd 
ha' fhewn him.-— 

Dem. Ay, ay, fo you would. [7^riag/y 

Nau. How I would have 

Dem. interrupting.] Spare yourfelf, good Sifter, 
to encounter the young Woman ; perhaps fhe*ll be 
too hard for ye at your own Weapon elfe. 
Nau. iWbe rulM by 7c — — B\rtA\w. comes my 
good Man from your Houfc. 
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Enter Chremcs, goes up to Demipho, mi feeing 
bis Wife. 

Cbr. Ho ! Brother, have ye paid away the Money 
yet, or no ? 

Dem. I did that prefently. 

Cbr. I wilh you hadn't. ■ [S*// NauMrata 

and farts.] 'S'death my Wife ! I had like to have 
faid too much. 14/ide, . 

Dens. Why d'ye wilh I hadn't, Brother l 

Cbr. Nothing, all's well. 

Dem. But hark ye, did ye tell the young Woman 
upon what Account your Wife was coming tcj 
her ? 

Cbr. Every bit on't. 

Dem. Well, and what fays (he ? 

Cbr. She can't be perfuaded to't. 

Dem. Why can't fhe tho' ? 

Cbr. Becaufe of the Love that is between 'em. 

Dem. Pifh? What's that to us ? 
. Cbr. O, very much : — Befides, I've found her 
to be our real Kinfwoman. 

Dem. How, -are you mad too ? 

Cbr. You'll find it fo as I fay : I don't fpeak but 
upon good Grounds, pray recoiled* yourfelf a little. 

Dem. Certainly you are mad. 

Nauf. Good Brother Demipbo, you won't wrong 
your Kinfwoman, will ye ? 

Dem. She's none of mine. 

Cbr. Don't fay fo ; her father has anotherName, 
and that bred your Miftake. 

Dem. What ! Didn't ihe know her own Father ? 

Cbr. Yes, marry did Ihe. 

Dim. Why didn't he call himfelf by his own 
Name then ? 

Cbr. Will ye neither believe, nor underfbrad me ? 
[Afide to Demipho. 

Dem. How (hou'd I, if you won't tell me — — 
* [Cbr. You'll fpoil all.. \Winks on Vtwu 



248 Tbe Tricks of Phormio. 

Nau. I can't imagine what the bufifteJs ihould -be- 
Dem. Faith, ' not I.' 
. Cbr. Muft ye needs know all ? As I hope for 
Mercy, there's none fo nigh' a-km to her as you 
and I. 

Dm. Blefs my Soul ! Let's all go in together; 
I'd know fomething of hen 
Cbr. Hold ! 

Dem. "What's the' Matter ? 
Cbr. Have I got fo little Credit with you, Bro- 
ther? 

Dem* Wou'd you have me credit you without 

'fearching any further into the bufineis ? -Well, 

be it fo then : But how will yebeltow your Friend's 
Daughter the while ? 
Cbr. She' 1 da well enough. 
Dem. Mult we turn her off then ? 
Cbr. Why not r" 

Dem And keep this Creature here ? 
Cbr. Yes, 

Dem. Well, Sifter, you may go home again, if 
you pleafe. 

Nau. Troth, I think it much the better way 
to keep her ft ill, than to part with her; for when I 
firft law her, fhe look'd very much like a Gentle- 
woman. [Exit Naufiftrata. 
Dem. Now what's all this buli;iefs. 
Chr looking after Naufiftrata ] Has fhe fhut too 
the Door? [Fearfully. 
Dem, Yes. 

Chr. Wonderful ! The beftLuck in the World." 
I find 'tis my own Daughter that's married to your 
Son. 

Dem. Hah f Is't poflible ? 
Chr. This is no iafe Place to tell ye. 
Dem. Step into my Houfc then. . 

Cbr. But hark ye, I wou'dn-'t have fo much as 
the two Boys know any thing of this. 

\Eexunt Ambo. 
Enter* 
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Enter, at another part of the Stage, Antipho alone. 

Let my own Concerns go as they will, yet \h a 
Comfort to me that Matters go fo well with my 
Coafin. 'Tis a piece of Art for a Man to rule his 
Appetite fo, that a fxmll Matter fhall fatisiie him 
when his Fortune is at the lowefVEbb. No fooner 
had my Coufm Pbedrie received the Money, but hi* 
Cares arc over, for my part I know no way to free . 
myfelf from mine. If this Bufincfs be concealed,, 
I fhall be always in fear j if difcovcr'd, Infamy will 
be my Reward — ■ ■ I cou'dn't ha' the Heart/to 
go home, if I hadn't {bme firiall Hopes ©f enjoying' 

my dear Pbanie &i\L — — But wfyere lhail f 

meet with Geta, to know of him what may be 
the moft convenient time of fhewing myfelf to my 
Father ? 

' Enter Phormio at a diftance. 

Phor. to bimfelf.]Yvt receiv'd the Cam, paid off 
the Bawd, brought away the Wench, and taken 
Care thit Pbedrie fhou'd row enjoy her as his own,' 

fince fhe's now out of her Slavery. — ■ JVe one 

thing itill in Hand which mull be difpatch'd, that 
is, to ret leave of thefe Curmudgeons to go and tope : 
it a I i trie, ' for I have cut out a few odd days for my' 
own Diver/ion. 

Ant. Look here's Pbormio.-— 7 What fay'ft ? 

Pbor. What, Sir ? 

Ant. What's my Coufin Pbedrie about ? Does he 
. pretend to play the Epicure in Love ? 

Pbor. He's going in his turn to aft your part now.' 

Ant. Prithee, what part ? ■ 

Pbor. Of keeping out of his old Dady's Clutches," 
and he begs yoa'd a£l his, and plead his Caufe for 
him j for he and I are to fing old Ro/g together; 
— — lam going to tell the old Gentleman, that I ?mr 
bound for Sunio Fair, to buy the little Slave Geta 
told 'em of. That fo when they fee Tin not in 
Town, they mayn't imagine I make their Money 
&y.— — But your Door goes there. • 

AuU 
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Ant. Prithee, fee who comes oat? 
Pbor. *Tis Geta. 

Enter Gitzfrom DemiphoV in great bafle, 
with a CJoakjn bis Hand: 
. Get./* bint/elf.] Thoublcffed, bleffed Fortune, 
how much is my Mailer Antipbo obliged to thee for 
this Day's Work. 
Ant. t$ Phormio.] What does the Fellow mean ? 
Get. to bimfelf.\ And out of how many cold Fits 
. haft thou freed us that are his Friends > — But i 
why do I loy ter, and not clap on my Cloak ? Why 
don't I run to find him out, and let him know how 
things have happen'd ? 

Puts en bisjbort Cloak andftruts about. 
Ant. D'ye undcrftand what he fays ? 
Pbor. Do you, Sir ? 
Ant. Not a Word. 

Pbor. Nor I neither. 1 

Get. to bimfelf. I'll go to old Dorio\ for there 
to be fure they are. [Going off. ' 

Ant. Soho, Getaf 

Get. Soho to you too.— 'Tisn't ftrange nor new 
for a Man o' my Quality to be interrupted i'th' mid- 
dle of his Journey. 
Ant. Why, Geta ! 

Get* Faith he keeps his Place for all that. Your 

Impertinence lhall never bring me back. 

Ant. Won't ye flay then ? .' 

Get. Sirrah you fhall be kick'd.—— Some fa wcy j 

Scullion or other that calls me thus. [Ajjdc* \ 

Ant. You mall be ferved the fame Sawcc, if ye , 

don't flay, ye Dog. _ { \ 

Get. This muft be one that knows me very well, | 

that is fo free of his Compliments. [Turning about. ' 

But isn't it he I want ? 'Tis he. 

Phor. to Antipho ] Step up to him prefefttly. / 

Ant. goes to Geta. J What's the News with you? 
Get. 0\ Sir ! the happicft Man this Day alive ! 1 
without doubt you are^Vi D*t\ui£ <rt x\» SK\w* { 
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Ant. So would I be, andAvould have ye give me 
fame Reafon to believe fo. 

Get. Isn't it enough if I plunge ye over Head and 
Ears in Joy ? 

Ant. You kill xne with Impertinence. ■ 

Phor. Hang your Preambles, and fay what you've . 
to fay quickly. 

Get. Oh !- — Art thou here old Rock ? 

Pbor. Yes : b«t why this fooling ? 

Get. Obfcrve then : Hem ! hem ! — As foon as 
we gave you the Money at the Piazza, we went 
ftrait home. [TV Phormio.} — — In the way home 
my Matter fent me to your Lady. [To Antipho. . 

Ant. For what ? 

Get. Nay, there I leave ye : That's nothing to 
our Bufinefs, Sir. ——Tuft at I was going into her 
Apartment, her Boy mida runs up to me, catches 
me hold by the Cloak, and pulls me back, I turned 
about, and ask'd him what he meant ; he told me 
no body muft come nigh hisMiftrefs ; that Sopbrona . 
j uft now brought Mr. Demipbo*s Brother, Mr. Cbre~ 
tnes ; and that there they were all together. At 
that word, I fteals me up to the Door a Tip-toe, I .. 
went and flood clofe up to't, held my Breath, laid 
my Ear to the Key-hole, and very attentively lift ned 
to their Difcourfe, thus. [Shewing bow* „ 

Ant. O brave Geta t 

Get. There did I hear the "pleafanteft Story ia 
the World, that before George I could hardly for; 
bear huzzaing there. 

Phor. For what ? 

Get. For what d'ye think ? 

Ant. I can't guefs. 

Get. And fuch a prodigious wonderful Paffag6 k 
too. 'Slid, your Uncle is found to be your 

Spoufe's own Father. 

Ant. Hah! What's that? 

Get. He had formerly forae private Acc^v&fcttaj^ 
withher Mother at jL/Aur*. H 
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Pbor. Meer Dreams ! How came flic not to know 
her own Father then ? 

Get. You may fuppofe there was a Reafon for 
that : But d'ye think I that was without Doors, 
cou'd underftand ev'ry word that was within ? 

Pbof. Faith, now I think on't, there was Tome 
fuch flying Report. 

Get. I'll give ye fome further Proof. — — Whilft 
I flood lift'ning, out goes your Uncle, and pre- 
fently after, and brought your Father along with 
him ; and both faid you might keep her and wel- 
come. In fliort; they've fent me to look for ye, 
and bring ye to 'em. 

Ant. throws bis Arms about Geta's Neck."] Ble6 
my Soul f away with me in a Moment ;— Are ye 
mad to Hay ? 

Get. Ill do't, as I'm a living Man. 
Ant. Dear Rogue, Pbormio % faiewel. 
Pbor. Adieu, adieu, Sir. ] 

[Exit Geta, carrying ojf Antipho* 
Phormio alone. 
Let me die, if this ben't a lucky hit, I am glad 
with all my Heart they've met with fuch good For- 
tune, and lb unexpected'*/ too. Faith now Iv'ean 
excellent Opportunity of bubbling both the old Fel- 
lows and of tikihg the Money-care off Pbedrie** 
Hands : So th:t he needn't be beholden to any of 
his Friends ibr't : For the fame Money I fqueezed 
from thefc old G rites, fhall go for Pbedrie's Ufe 1 
And e'gad I've found out a way will do it effeclu* 
ally : I nmll get me a new ftately Gate, and a fine 
fet Countenance. ■■ ■■ But I'll ttep into the next 
blind Alley, and pop out upon 'em as foon as they 
apt or ; for now l r m not for Sunio Fair, as I pre- 
tended. 

[He retires to one fide of the Stage. 
Enter Demipho dnd Chromes. 
m Dcm. entring.] I blcfs my Stars with all my Heart, 
(or the goodLuck.nry Ttaantfo \\aaxwXNi\j^— - 
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But let us make what hafte we can to Phormio, that 
we may recover our Money before he makes it all. 
go co wreck. 

Phor. comes ffom his Covert, fteaks to bimfe/f* 
meets Demipho, then ftartj.] I'll go and fee whether 
Mr. Demipbo be at home, that I may.— 

Dem. We were coming to you, Mr. Phormio* 

Phor. Upon the oliBufinefs, I warrant. 

Dem. Yes, truly. 

P-bor. So I thought; but what need of that ? A* 
good Jell in Troth. What, were ye afraid J fliou'd 
not ftand to what I faid ? Hark ye, Gentlemen, tho* 
lam but a poor Fellow, I always took Care to be a 
Man of my Word. 

Chr. to Demiphb.] Isn't (he a well-bred Girl, as 
I told ye ? 

Dem. Yes, indeed. • 

Phor. For that Reafon I'm come on purpofe to. 

tell ye, Sir, that I am ready, and you may give her 

away as foon as you pleafe ; for I've thrown off all 

-my other Bufinefs, as 'twas Reafon I mould, when* 

I {aw that you, Gentlemen, were fo eager upon this. 

Dem. But my Brother here advifes me to the 
contrary : Far (fays he) by doing this, you'// become 
the 'common Town- talk ; when you might ha* put her 
away with fame Credit,' when you wouldn't: And 
Uwoudbe a Scandal to turn her offnowjhfs married 
to your Son. In fine, he ufed slmoft the fame Rex- 
fons you urg'd juft now againft me. 

Phor. Marry come up, how merry you are upoR 
me ! 

Dem. How fo ? 

Phor. How fo quoth a*? Why, now I can never 
marry the c'-othcr. With what Face, think ye, can. 
I go again to her I juft now fo bufely tarn'd off? 

Chr. afide to Demipho.] Tell him, you find that 
Antipho won't endure to p^rtwith her. 

Dem. Befides, I find that Antipho wot& v&A&t«( 
to part with her. —Therefore, ^oo&r?boimio,V* 
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me dciire ye to flep to the Banker's and order the 
Money to be paid me back again. 

Pbor. What ? when I've juftpaid it away to my 
Creditors I 
Dcm. afide to Chremes.] What (hall we do now ?^ 

Pbor. If you'll let mc have the Woman accord- 
ing to promife, (o be it ; if you defign to keep her 
Perfon, I'll keep her Portion, Mr. Demipbo : For 
there's no Reafon I fhou'd be fobb'd by ye for your 
Ple.ifure only, fince tofave your Credit I threw olF 
another that would have had as good a Portion to a 
Farthing. 

Dem. Old Nick take thee with thy Rodomon- 
tades, for a Rogue as thou art \ I warrant, you think 
I don*t know you or your damnM Tricks either. | 

Pbor. This puts me beyond all Patience. ' 

Dem. Why, would you marry her if fhe were | 
profFer'd to ye ? 

Pbor. Try me, try me. 

Dem. That my Son might bed and board with her 
at your Houfe : Was that your Plot ? 

Pbor. Hah I what's that you fay r 

Dem. I fay, give me my Money. ' 

Pbor. And I fay, give me my Wife, 

Dem. Come before a Juftice of Peace, Sirrah. 

Pbor. A Juftice of Peace ! nay, if you be then* 
abouts, ril. 

Dem. What will ye do ? 

Pbor. Who I, Sir ? I warrant ye, fuppofe IVe 
none but portlonlcfs Clients, but I'd have ye to 
know Fve thofe with Portions too. 

Cbr. What's that to us r 

Pbor Nothing, Sir ; only I know One of them 
in this Town, whofe Husband had— 

Cbr. The Devil. \Afiie. 

Dem. What's the matter now ? 
Pior. —Another's Wife at Lemno. 

Ghr. I am dead. ■ [Afiie. 
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Phcr. By whom he had a Daughter, which he 
brought up, and no-body e'er the wifer. 

Chr. I'm buried. Wfide. 

Phor. I'll juft now go and acquaint the Gentle- 
woman with the long and fhort on't. 

Chr. holding him.'] Pray now don't. 

Phor. Ah, ha, Sir ! Are you the Party concern'd ? 

Dem. How bafelytheRogue plays upon us ! £ Afide* 

Chr. Come, we'll difcharge ye. 

Phor. Meer Flams. 

Chr. What wou'd ye have more ? I tell ye, we'H 
forgive ye the Money you've got of ours. [Softly. 

Phor. I hear ye. —What a plague, d'ye play 
Children's play with me ? I won't, I will 5 I will 
and I won't again : Give, take ; 'tis faid and unfaid 
done and undone again. 

Chr. By what means, or how the duce came he . 
to know this ? \Afide to Demipho. 

Demipho and Chremes walk on one fide. 

Dem. I can't imagine ; for I am certain I never 
told any living Soul of it. 

Chr. There's Witchcraft in't, Til be fworn elfe. 

Phor* I've given them a Bone to pick. [Afide. 

Dem. afide to Chremes.] 'Sbud, fhall this Raical 
carry off fuch a round Sum of Money, and abufe us 
to the very Face too t By Heavens, he lhall have 
my Heart for his Supper as foon. Come pluck up 
a good Heart, Brother, and play the Man ; you fee 
your Failing has taken Air, and 'tis impoffible to 
keep it from your Wife now : Since (he muftknow 
it from others, 'tis the beft way, for quietnefs fake, 
to tell her of it ourfelves, then we may worry this 
durty -Rafcal as we pleafe. 

£ They move nigher to Phormio. 

Phor. O lamentable ! If I don't look about me, I 
(hall be trapantf as fure as a Gun. They make to- 
wards me, like a couple of Bullies tohedor me.. 

\AJttt . 

Chr. afide to Demipho.} But Dta *Ima& $c\£X 
ne'er be rcconcil'd to me. T>«v, 
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Dem. afideto Chr.] Take heart Man, HI certain- 
ly make up the Biiiine fs : You may trull to tha:, 
Brother, fince the Woman you had this Daughter by 
19 dead and gone out of the way. 

Pbor. Is this your Dealing, Gentlemen? You come 
upon me very cunningly methinks : But in troth, 
Mr. Demipbo, you've done your Brother but little 
good by provoking me thus. — [To Chremes.] And 
you, Sir, after you've taken your fwing beyond Sea, t 
and (hew'd no regard to a Lady of Quality, but of- 
fer'd her the mod fenfible Affronts, d'ye think by 
whining and praying to expiate your Fault ? No, I 
with this Story Til raife her in fuch Flames, that j 
tho* you diffolv'd into Tears, yet you fhou'dnotbe ' 
able to quench 'em. 

Dem. Plagues and Furies feize the Rogue, and 
caft him into the deepeft Pit of Hell : Was there 
ever fuck an impudent Dog upon the Face of the 
Earth ? D^es not this Rogue deferve to be tranfpor- 
ted at the publick Charge, to fome defart Ifland ? 

Cbr. He has got me fo upon the hank, that I 
know not whatCourfe to take with him. 

Dim. I have found a way : Let's have him be- 
fore a Juftice. 

Pbor. Before a Juftice ! ay, the She- Juftice of this 
Houfe then. [Is going towards Chremes V. 

_ Dim. Follow him and hold him fall till I call 
my Servants out. 

Chr, holding birnJ] I amn't able to hold him ; 
come and help. [Hire tbty botb bold bim. 

Pbor. I'll clap an Adlion upon your Back, Mr. Di- 
mipbo. ' 

Dem. Do't then. 

Pbor. And another upon yours, Mr. Cbnmis. 
Enter a Servant or two from Dcmipho's. 

Dem. to tbe Servants.] Here, take away this i 

RafcaL [Here tbe Servants fay bold of Phormio, \ 

bifcuffiles witb % em> tbtows daumDc- ' 

mipho, that comes to *JTtJi' l em, Vut ax 

(aft is oyerpowefd . *Vw. 
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Pbor. Are you at that Sport ? Nay, then 'tis time, 
to cry out: Naufiftrata, come hither a little. 

Cbr. Gag the Villain*. 

Dem. panting.] What — — a confounded ftrong 
Dog he is ! 

Phor. aloud,] Naufiftrata, I fay. 

Cbr. Won't ye hold your Tongue, Sirrah ? 

Phor. I hold my Tongue ? 
: Dem, to the Servants'] If he won't go along free- 
ly, give him a Punch i'th' Guts. 

Pbor. Or fcratch my Eyes out, I've a way to be 
reveng'd for all that. 

. Enter Naufiftrata : The Servant? unhand Phormio. 
Chremes looks very fimf ly. 
" Nauf Who calls me ? 

• Cbr. Zookers ! [A/ide. 

• Nauf Good Husband, what Duturbance is this? 
Pbor. Hah! what, is your Mouth ftop'd now r 

\Tq Chremes. 

• Nauf. What Fellow is this ? wont ye tell me ? 
Pbo* He tell ye, Madam ! i'faith, his Head's fo 

giddy, he can't tell where he is himfelf. 
•'Cbr. Good Duck I don't believe a word he fays. 

Pbo. Do but go and feel him, Madam, and bang 
me if he ben't as cold as a Stone. 

Cbr. That fignifles nothing. • 

Nauf. What then ? what does the Fellow talk of? 

Pbo. I'll tell ye, Madam, pray mind me. 

Cbr. Are ye refolv'd to believe, Duck ? 

Nauf* Prithee what can I believe, he has told me 
nothing yet. 

Pbor. The poor Man's Fear has put him out of 
his Wits. 

Nauf In troth this can't be for nothing that you 
fhould be in fuch a Fright. 

Cbr. Who, I in a Fright? 

Pbor. Ay, for certaip ; for if you b^tv\ > ?xAM 
this Tm going to tell is of no coxifcc^^u^, ^to* ^^ . 
tjouifclf, Sir. 
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-DeMSYt-'Rtitili fhaB Vcjtell it to hnnSfif 
*JH*ry'Oh, yott do°rstffely in taking ydur Bt3 



rMaaf. Whit; husband, wpnVye tell iift^he 
BWnefrthen? "; ,U JL 

VChr.JMrir*.]-fe but ■•",** 'J 

.ifltyl'Rut, whit 5k/? ■ " ■" ' '* M 

rG&r. There's no Occafion for't-^ 

• $M, Not for you, perhaps : but for rifcr lfief& 

is. At Lemno. ■ " " ' '*'*.* 

*6br. Ha ! what feya [he ? V ^ 

•i>«»: Dog be filent. \ ' ■*■ , \ 

Pfar. -r Without your Knowledge.— ' ' '^' 
dQbr. ^Undone. L$*i 

»Pbar. Hemarfy'd a Wife.. [Chremes tiokstfet 

*&/*/. Who, my Husband ? Heavens forbid tflat^ 

Pbor. O, my Soul, 'tis all true." 

•Ntutf. Alas-a-day, rnrufterly rain'd !" " ■"* r * 

War.. And there he got a Daughter by her? 
which you never dreamt of. 

Cbr. What will become of me now. t^tfi^' 

ifrtf. Oh Heavens ! Bafe and treacherous^ this. 

\Wiefs. 

Pbor. 'Tis as I fay. 

Nmf. Was there eve'fuchan unworthy A6ticm 
heirdof? When they come to their Wives, they 
pretend they *re M, forfooth. ■■ I addrefs my 

ielf to you, Brother, for I'm afliam'd to fpeak to 
him. Was it for this he went fo oft, and ftay'd 
fo long at LtntM f Was this the low Price of Corn 
that made our Rents fall ? 

Dem. Indeed, Siller, I own he was in fome fault, 
but yet 'tis a venial one. 

Pbor. He preaches to the Wind. TJ/sJt» . 

Dem. It wasn*t out of Contempt or Averhon to " 
you he did this. About fifteen years ago, he, in 
his Drink, had to ?> w\\& tW* w ocean., and had 
this Daughter by bier, butTK?tt v&d£&\rcttaK.t.\ 
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fat is now dead and gone oat of the way, who wai 
^our only Grievance. Therefore, good Sifter, take 
it patiently, as you us'd to do other things. 

Nauf. Take it patiently! No, I had rather part 
with him for ever: For, what can I hope for now r 
Can I expect Age will teach him better things : If 
that wou'd ha' don't, he waa old enough then: Qr» 
is my Age and Beauty like to pleafe him more than 
formerly? What reaion can ye give to make me 
to look or hope for his amendment ? 

Phor. afidg.] Ha— ha— ha— Here'saCaftofmy 
Office.— If any one has a mind to come to Gbrmt?% 
NowFuneral,now is the time, let any Man provoke 
my Honour that dares, I'll ferve him the fame (a wee 
I '11 warrant him. — Let him be Friends with me 
now as foon as he pleafe, I have fwing'd him off fuf- 
ficientlv for once ; and (he has wheiewith to hit 
him i'th' Teeth as long as he hath an Hour to live. 

Nau& fcornfully.] I warrant ye, I deferv'd all this* 
•—But, Brother, what need have I to reckon up how 
faithful Fve been to him in every thing ? 

Dim. Tm (atisfied in that as well as you yourfclf, 

Nauf. D'ye really think I deferv'd this ill Ufage 
at his Hands? 

Dm. Not i'thMeaft— But fence all your Com- 
plaints can't undo what's already done, forget and 
forgive; He begs your Pardon, owns his Fault, and 
promifes Amends; what can ye defire more ? 

Phor. afide.] But i'faith, before the Pardon's 
feal'd there mult be a Provifo or two made for my 
felf and Mr. Pbedrit. Hark ye Madam, let me put 
in a word before you anfwer. 

Nauf. Let's hear it then. 

Fb$r. I coax'd your Husband out of Threefcore 
and Fifteen Pounds, which I gave to your San tm 
buy a Sweetheart of his of an old Pandar. 

Cha. Haftily.'] Hah! How's that? 

Nauf. interrupting.] Is itfuch - ftran^t\L\&ft%*3t 
your Son, in his youthful days, to tae$ oTVft.Wbx<&** 



«6b TBe Tricto "ijf T fib fe'iwr Yo. 

when you arc hot kfKam r d tblnTc'fwp WiVct'? 
whatPacfc canic ritjJwihiswd himr ilror "" ~ 
pray. . \tti^& Jt&s $dc*U*<I 

[Dm. He fhill be rul'd bj. yon. 

Niirf. Well, that you may know iny KfiriH ^ 
ill neither par4onhi^,j>rOfnifc kiih arjjthlirj 




five hjm ariy*rifvVer tifif fee my!&n,tc^lfofe"3gL 
snmarion I refer all, and (hall do what fie orderi. 
Pfrir. You've done Very dijpieetry, Madajfcv a 
Nauf. /* Phorarfo/J Will fJ^fctlsty yfetW/ ^ 
Pbor. Yes indeed, Madam, I am come offfarely, 
and beyond ezpecY£tiohi 

Naltj: Pfay, honeft Man, what may I call jrb^f 
Name? 4 - '-' '»^ .O 

. P&r.' Mine, Madam ? "T\$P^'mtv; your wfcoli 
f tinftrt hiiinbfe Servant, and elpeclilfV Sftr. Ate 

JvV- Hc^/^toAi wyaftvetBnfegfsljtt 
doth'ee, and thou delreft; Btt m WSffl of 'B&t 
III da to . 

P£<?r. You nonour me tod.iriucR, MidanV v * 

/&»/ Ttoth^snomprettttayott dcrcrre.. 

fb&r. Firft then, Madam, wfil ycdoJoMtHng 
that will pleafure me and fret your Husfi&na;- 

flS*/. with all my Heart. . 

Pbor. Ifyoiipleafc, inVfo%Vtb'Si^rdBL ? ' 

iVtf^/*. Faith, come And w&com'e. 

/>«*. Let's go in then, 
. Nhuf. Agreed -Bitt wkre'a /toJWfc Ar Re- 
feree all this while ? 

Pbor. f hope He'll be here atioh. - ■ w ■ 
\To the SftBtfort:] 

Gentlemen, fare ye wefl; and cTaj$. 

Tbi End tftb$ tricks tf VVi\ tilb. 
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M o t h e R-in-L A w : 

GO E M D Y, 

\&ed at the Roman Sports, 

WHEN 

^? uliuit $t* 5wereC«- 

In. Cornelius mMla£ ule MiU < 

At that time it was not a&ed quite through* 

*laccus 9 made free by*Q£laudius, com- 
posed the "Muffek, which was per- 
Tohh'd 6n twx> UfteqdarFlutes. 

t waitokto wholly fr6ra the Grt ck of Apelkdonu. 

{<2n. : OBavius 9 
Viti&t the OonMSkJpxrf 1 and 

£ T. Mm bus. 

t was aft ed a fcamd timeara Funeral 
Solemnity, and -a " timid time, when 

and .>w^C*ri#»i&, 
L. MurHo r ^ 

i<KC 588. BcfgYtCtafe, \SV 




DratnatiaPetfonx. 

MEN. 
| f M eld Gentleman of A then * t w ? t* 
ff -Z mft mdtruz hearted* Liifty retires 
^ into the Ccwitry* 
* l **\f^~y\4r>olhr old Citizen of Athens, tU 
fo&mrus, K ' NeigH^tf and Fri*n£ tmtulgeni V 
Ll tL\ t &** fandly* angry whenftirr*d. 

r Laches\f So/t t a genteef, eh'it, gto'd- 
V natufd young Gentleman* a Re* 
Famphflusi < jpggtr jfbis Parents, though for- 
C merly fumewhat debauched . 
tlkrvant M Pamphilui. mid hhCoiffi* 

*vw4i jag **s?«rk t *fr 

Socia, , Another Servant ef PamphilpsV. 

WOMEN. 
\ The Mktter-iwLaw, Wife to Laches, 
tSoftrata* < .<**fyty™, peaceable kind old 

Myrrhiw, J^ffrf* ?hi^Pfus\eafie and fearful. 

C ^f /w/*/ Courtezan, formerly Mifs to 
Bacchis, <* JPittjphilw, yesyhfteft and generous 

J considering herCircnmftances. 
ZT~. \2notberX:ourtexdn;ofd merry ,gfnf1e, 
Philotis, J fata Nature. 

C An old Woman of the fame ft amp 9 ptt- 

l&ftlT.::! .J -V- */>, tMMg&^*iVf*p. tU **^ \ 

ii:!r.L. 1 . ; :,^,MUTi.EW 
•vh ««*, 5 J*W //fctnphHu* and Daughter to 
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JVtf Servants qffacchiu . i 
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THE 

Mother-in Law. 



A c t I. 

Scene, the Street before Phidippus ind 
LachesV Boor. „ ; 

Tiki, tBi Jmnoen. 



Phil. 



Enter Philotis 4*/Syra..- 



Faith, old Sjfp, thereVirot 
one in forty of thcfe voting 
! Fellows that keep toucn wick 
] a Miftreii.-w-r' Why, here's 
! for. .. Pa&lilti .wmi.Un^ 
many thbo/and Oaths has jie 
fworn to Baccbis (and foleainfjf too, dti^tjne 
cou'd n't but believe him,} that nfc'd never marry 
while (he liv'd : Veiy good, yet toy Gentleman's 
married for all that. 
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2<J+ the Mother- Ui-Law. 

' Syf. For that reafon, Girl, let roc advife and ton- 
fore you as a Friend, to pity none of the Sex, but 
Jfeeee^em, naaul*em> pick thevery Bones of «vcjy 
CreatuWof'em that you getinto»yourchitclijc» .; 
"' &&?!.' V/hzl, all without exception^ r [SigUljgi 
Sfr.-Ay, every Mother's Son of'ertu -«-*-*Take 
*his from an old Woman, that there's none of theft 
Sparks that are fo fweet upon ye, that has any other 
deiign than to have his will of ye at as cheap a rate 
as he can : And, prithee Child, ibou'dn't thou in 
Juftice countermine *em ? 

Pbil. But to fcrve all alike is too cruel, I vow. 
Syr. Cruel to be reveng'd of one's Enemies, or to 
take Cheats in their own Traps ! Ah, what piey *tis 
that I had not that youth and beauty of years* or you 
thofe Sentiments of thefe Matters that I have. 
Enter Parmeno at a Dijtana. 
Par. to Scirtus within.] If the old Gentleman ask 
for me, tell him I'm juft gone to the Water- fide, to 
enquire when Mr.Pampbilus comes home. — D'ye 
hear, Boy ? If he asks for me you may tell him fo i 
***a not, fay nothing; then this excufe will keep cold 

fer another time. — [He comes from the Door.} ; 

But is that Phi/fa there ? Whence comes (he, i 

.1 wonder ? — [Goes up to 'em.] Pbiletis. Tm heartily 
>fed to fee ye. 
PbiL And I you honeft Parmeno. 
Sjr. Cods-buddikins, Parmeno, How doft thou 
4o, my Lad. ? 
Par, ydds-fi/b, Granny, how doft thou ? 

Exit Syra. 
But prithee, Mrs. Philfy, where ha* you been 
diverting your felf this live-long while \ 
. Pbil. But little Divcrfion, Heaven knows e'er 
fince I roarch'd off with the Captain to Corinth, the 
jneereftBrute upon Earth, where I led a very Do£s i 
life, for two wnole Years together 

Par. Ay faith ! I warrant ye, you often figh'd fo^r 
4>ld Athens again, and co\Jd w^'wSeC^^Q'iwWC 
Juflj'd for undertaking t\* V>\xto£J. *V\l 
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PiiL *Tis iropoflible to tel] you bow eager I was 
to come home tp get clear of my Spark,' and to fee 
ye ajl once more ; wheje I might ha' free liberty. 
tp enjoy my Friends and Merfy- meetings as fbr- 
fcj.erijr. ' For there 1 cbu'dn v t utter a Wor<L but- 
^/hat was fhaped out by that rafcaljy Captain./ 
" Par. That feme cutting ye fliort of your Tattle* 
I fancy, mull needs go agamft the Grain. 

Bh#. Well : But what a bufinefs is this that Bac- 
c&i/.haa been telling o' me within ? X couldne'er have 
imagin'd Batnphilus could ha' found in his Hearrto 
marry as. long as fhe liv'd. 
Par. Mirry, qucjth a 1 ? , E^fSf^* 

BhiL Hey-day ! why isn't he; marrjed I 
Bar. Married indeed : But I; have a conceit tjais 
Varriagq won't hoJ4 long. ■ 3 

BhiL Pray Heavens it may not, if it be to Bac- 

rf/Vs Advantage.—- But how mall I be certiln 

of it ? Good Boy, fatisfie me in that. 

Bar. 'Tisn't a thing to be ask'd : Therefore pr^y 
don't be fo inquifitivc, ' , 

.. Phil- You're ?t£raid, I warrant, tljat I fhould blaze 
k abroad : But let me perifli if I ask' ye upon any fi^ch 
4efign, but only for my ocpn private Satisfcfipnf 

Bar. All your fine wheedling (hall ne'er pqrfuade, 
me to truft my Back to vour Discretion. ■ 

BhiL Well don't then ; who cares? as if now you 
had not much more mind to tell me, than I to know. 

5 In a jaunting y^^. 
. i.tonY: She has hit 

uno'my greateflWeaknefs "Well, Madam^ pro* 

njifc Secrecy upon your Honour, a,ndl!ll te|| y$u^all. 

BhiL So: Now youVe come to vpurfejlfagj^ji. 
VlW *?/ ^Eonpivr then v away. wjStfi.. , 

Bar i Mind me then* ' , 

\PbiL Well 

Par. Mr. Paqpbi/usytis it'h' yenr heighth ofihis 
Psfilprr for Mrs. gaccfris, wfieq hisFather began to 

>f^a/^eft : wjtjiJwitomar?:.y, H$>^£^*>^ 
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Ailments of all Fathers in the* liBe'Cafe, ''i^talb . 
Tbaiije tpasdn old Man bad no CbiM&tt bim'; iSB 1 
/§*/■# /&rr £* »£& not be deftitute of a Sufporffy 
bil Md Age. At firft he rejecls the Frbbblal % ' Kjt 
when his Father came to prefs on theBuiinefs more 
zealoully than ordinary*, he was brought to fuch 
Straits, that he cou'dn't tell which to prefer, either 
love or duty. At laft the old Man "by baiting and 
teafinghis Son's Heart out, fcfcw'd him up to thh 
Fitch, and got him made fure to his next NeigK- 
Seta's Daughter. Pamphilus di3n*t take It in fuch 
dudgeon till his Wedding-day came on : But wfteh 
he law all things ready, and without more ado, 
marry he mull ; he laid it fo much to Heart, th^t 
l'mperfwaded if Bacchis herfelfhad feen him in that 
plight, fhe cou'dn't but have pitied him. For when- 
e'er he had any fpare time of being by himfelrV he*d 
«H me afide to him and cry, Ah, Parmcno, T*m 
a loft Man : What have I done P What a difmal 
Condition have 1 brought myf elf into? I a?? table to 
Mar the weight of it : Oh, 'twill break my Heart. 

Phil. The Devil and his Dam take this Laches 
for a baiting old Cur. 

Par. To cut fiiott o' my Story, the Bride 
xas brought home : The firft Night he did not 
touch her*; and the following was the fame. - 

Pbil. Tnc Dace take ye : What a young Fellciv 
to have his Bride in Bed with him on the Wedding- 
night, and pretty tipfy too, I warrant ye, and not 
— A likely Bufinefs in troth : Come, this founds 
like a Lie. 

par. I know you can't tell how to believe me, 
eaufe none comes to you, but he comes lharp fet" : 
But alas, our young Gentleman had no Stomach at 
all to his Woman. ' \. 

Phil. Well, but what then ? 
**• Ptrr. A few d lys.after, he takes meprivately afide. 
and tells mc % She wat as *ood'"d Maid as ever for all 
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ha % gone down very well ; but mta (faid he) Pmn- 
folved topdrt with ber e > er r long. 'Ttvould be a bafr 
nefs in me, and much to the prejudice of the poof 
Gentlewoman to abuje ber fo x as not to return befit 
.£#$%*& as I received ber, .. . # j : . ! ■/ 
7 jfbii, ^Twas done like a Man of Principles anil 

Par. But tben (continued he) Uwotft be "fafi tc 
publijh my Intentions ; and fir me U fend ber.back ta 
ber Father, and bave nothing to Jay againft bex, 
tvoud be too peremptory.. Ail tny Ihpe is tolknjif 
finds there's no living together, that Jhill be gojjfs of 
ber own Accord^ . /'.•■.'* 

Phi/. Bnt all this while did he continue, his Yi£t* 
t to Baccbis} v . , i 

Par. As conftantly as the Day canoe about.: put 
(as Vis ufual for Women) when ihe faw hini ano- 
ther's, (he became more peevifh and pretending 
than formerly. . u 

PbiL i'faith, and well (he might. ' • t ■ . 

Par. And this indeed was the chief catife of their 
parting. For by this time he had recollected hj'mfclf, 
and ferioufly confxderM hisMiftrcfs'sTemper grides 
Wife's ; and wellcompar'd theirBehaviouifr t'oget Jier. 
His Wife, he found,"wasafweetnatuV4 Gentlewo- 
man, virtuous and modeft, patient under the Affronts 
and Incivilities of a Husband, and willing to wink at 
his Faults. So that partly touched with remprfc fox 
his TJfcge of hisWife, and partly tired with the Iu- 
folcnce of hisWhore, at laft he jgave fiaccbis the flip, 
and fettled his Affections' upon this Woman* wbfk 
Humour he found (b agreeable to his pwn.r-r:M f an 
time, an old Kinfmanof bur MaAer diet at/«w?w, 
and made him his Heir j an/1 utiibh in is unwilling 
Errand is our Love -lick Pamphifus polled away ]oy 
his Father. He leaves his Lady with his Mother ; 
For the old Gentleman lives, retired in. ijpc (Coun- 
try, and feldpm vifits the Town. . " v 

PbU: Bui wljerc'i iWi PUyi W^\&^&W 
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Par. I'm going to tell ye : At firft, for a few Days , 
Dr fo, the Mother and the Daut^ter^jn^^wragrtrd 
mighty well together. When all on a fudaen the 
young Woman began to hate the old one moft 
mortally, without any Quarrel or Complaint cm 
either fide. 

PbiL How came it about then ? 

Par. If at any time my old Lady Softrata came 
to have a little Chat with her, flic'd presently avoid 
the Room, and fly the Sight of her : But when fne 
could away with her Company no longer, fhe pre- 
tends her Mother had fent for her upon fame 
. Bufinefs of Devotion y and away (he goes. After 
' Hie had. been there a while,, my Lady fends and 
defires her Company at home, (he only returns 1 
her a lame Excufe of I know not what. She fend* | 
a fecond time, but no Gentlewoman comes : At f 
lad, after many Meflages, they, pretend (he is fick. 
Upo* this, my Lady fteps over her felf, to give I 
her a Vifit, but no Admittance could be got.. ' 
When this came to my old Mailer's Ears, Yefter- 
day he came out of the Country upo' this very 
Account* and difcourfes her Father about it. I 
can't learn as yet what pafs'd bttweeri them ; but 
Fm in a peck of Troubles to know what will come 

on't. Now you*ve the long and the fhort o' 

my Story. ■ ■ » J muft away to the place I de-. 
fign'd, 

Phil. And Co muft I too : For I've made an 
Affignation with, a Country 'Squire much, about 
this time. 

PbiL I'll throw an. old Shoe after ye, and vf im. 
ye goad JUick. 

Phil* Farewell Parmeno. 

Bar. And farcw.eilto thee, my little Pbilly. 

. [Exeunt Severally* 

■* >• -^^ 
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Act. II. 
Enter Laches, and Softrata after bim.1 



Jitch. MferagJ] Y\ Lefs my Soul ! What a StrainV 
JQ this? Whata confounded con- 
&»acv is this, That all Women fhouid taflie .the 



iptracv is this, That 

lame gyafs, and do or not do every thing by con- 
fent ! When did you fee a Mother-in- Law that did 
not hate her Daughter-in-La w ? ThcirEndca vou r s' 
to oppofe their Husbands are the fame, and their 
crofs-grainStubborpnefs the feme- 1 fancy they were 
all Jrain'dup for Mifchief in the fame School, pf 
which damu'd place of Education (jf there be any 
fuchj nibe fworn.my Dame is the Miftrcfs. 

\W4lh about in a hu§\ 

81ft. This is a Hard Cafe, that I ihould be acculed-. 
of Bufincfs that I know nothing of. 

Lath. You know nothing of this then ? 

Sift. As I hope for Mercy, I don't : .And as I". 
hope (my dear Laches !) we may live long together. 

Lack Heaven's forbid that, (ay I. 

$*ft. TJut Par wrongfully accufed; Time wjJl. 
difcover* 

Ladi.y#r//rg.Jj i Yes J yes y you are wrongfujly 
accufed. — Can Words be ill enough to fet you out: 
.in your proper Colours/ You that have difgracea: 
me.'yourfelt and our family, and aredaying in fui£i-- 
cient Matter to torment your Son ? /Fh e ftyqu , ?e? 
provoky our new Friends and Relations^oiute us,, 
thofe who f were, pleafed to4ionour;0tarSoflwitht 
their Alliance : And you, fgrfboth t ,mu(hftvt.up,. 
and confound all, by vqut. ill £(»4WP a ^Hmouj:s>. 

j-.-A ' <* ■*** 
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£#r&Woraan, I fay you : Why you ta&e me ifofery 
for a Block/ and not a Man. Think ye becaufe I*ta 
retir'd into the Country, that I know nothing of your 
Prcmks and Tranfattions here in Town ?But let hie 
tell ye, I know much better what's done here than at 
fiie place of my own Refidence ; and that becaufe my 
deputation abroad depends upon your Behaviour at 
liomc v : I heard indeed long ago that Fbilumena could 
toot endure ye, and make no wonder on't ; 'twould ha* 
been a greater Miracle if fhe cou'd : But I little 
thought fhe cou*d have endured the whole Family 
tfpb' your Account ; had 1 been aware of that, fhe 
fhould have flaid, and you pack'd off I* faith. ■ ■ 
Pray fee, Wife, what fmall reafon ye have to vex me 
: thus. I retired into theCouimtry,gaveway to ye, af-» 
forded ye enough for your Neceffities, and yourPlea- 
furcs too ; and that my Efiate might the better bear 
it, Tve weary *d and toil'd my felfmore thanY con- 
venient for iny Age ; and cou'dn't ye after all this 
flare took care that nothing diilurb'd my Repofe ? 

Soft. By all that's good, what has happened Was 
not through my means, or fault. 

Lacb. No ! Yes, but 'twas : For your fole Mifti efs 
here, and you're only to be blamed : Sure you might 
ha 1 Iook'd after things in your own Houfe, finee 
I've taken all other Cares off yourHand. An old Wo- 
man to Hand fquabbling witha Girl ? Fie, fie !— 
You won't lay the Fault upon her fure. 

Soft. No ! bear Husband, J lay nothing to her 
Charge. ' 

Lacb. O* my Soul, I'm glad of that for poor 
Pants fake : But as for you, do the word ye can, I 
can't think worfe of ye than I do. 

$bft. But, good Husband, how d'ye know but 

'fhe may only pretend a Difpleafure againit me, to 

be the more at home with her Mother ? 

-" Lacb. Neither tell me that. Wasn l t Yefterday's 

MHittmgllvcDoQX ^RMuft \*. fafifciejxt Proof df her 

'^Jirfroi.* «■ ' Yl ■'■■ - v ..-■■-:. 
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$9/?. They tol4 me,^ wiyenfyiitt and weak \ 

therefor? twasn*t; convenient to difturtT&9r4.:T , » 

Lach. She's fick,. J; fancy, 6( your ill .Cfpcfitionf 

inore than of any thing elie. And no ^on^e^'j* 

troth ; for there's not a Mother pf ye allbi}t \yopig 

have your Sons marry : And whoever iithe Pirfcft 

that pleafes you, they muft have : And wheh.ip 

comply with your Humour they are married, fcp 

comply with your Humour again, they muffr^n 

their Wives out of doors. v .",,"" '.; 

Phidippus appears at bis Door.- . . 

Phid. to Philumena within ] Tho' I'm fatisfyj(J, 

I've Authority to force you to obey what I cqh|* 

mand, yet my Fatherly Affed ion prevails with me 

rather to give way to ye, and not crofs ye in yoijr 

Humour. • . . 1 

Lacb. Oh ! here's my Brother Pbidippusm,gopfl 

time, I (hall know nil from him. .\Tb.ejmf(t 

one another. "\ I confefs, Brother, I'm as indulgent to 
all my Family as any Man ; yet I fufier not my EaJj- 
nefs to corrupt their Morals. Were you as careful, 
I'm perfuaded 'twould be more for your advantage, 
as well as ours : But now I find ye fufler them to 
ride ye as they lift. n> j 

Phid. Look ye there now. [4jjMf* 

Lacb. Yefterday I waited upon ye about jjopr 
Daughter; you lent me away as wife as I. came : 
But let me tell ye, you don't do well to conceal .'pie 
Caufe of your Anger, if you defign a lading Alli- 
ance between us. If any of us have offended jc, 
pray make it out; that fo, either by difproyipg or 
j ufti fy ing w hat's done, we may give as ampj$ Satff- 
fadion as you /hall require. If Sicknds : be .^lie 
Caufe of keeping your Daughterat home, let "fljetell 
ye, Brother, 'tis too great a Reflcftfan^pon \}B\to 
imagine fhc lhou'dn't have due atten,4»nc# a^jpy 
Houfc, as I hope to he ^yed r tho 1 ypn are. her Fa- 
ther, you flian't outdo me in this; Nor c^fc^sflfc*- 
more Setuous of her Health xW1^i^,'b^^\S^ 
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my jhk>t Boy's fake; who I perceive Joves he* more 
than his life, and am confident will highly refent it, 
when he comes to jenow on*t ; therefore pray let's 
have her home before he comes back from his voyage 

Pbid. I'm fatisfy'd. Brother, of your extraordi- 
nary Cart and Affe&ionfbr my Daughter, and am 
apt to believe e'ery Word youVe faid ; but then 
Id ha' ye believe me too, that 'tis my hearty defire 
to have her to your Houfe, if I could prevail with 
her by any Means. 

Lacb. Why what hinders ye ? [$'f*fy] 

Hark ye, does ihe objeft any thing againft her 
Husband ? 

Pbid. Nothing in the World ; for when I urg'd 
it home to her, andfeem'd as though I'd force he> 
to return, ihe vow'd by all that's good, She wasn't 
able to endure your Houfe, while her Pamphilus was 
away. Every one has his Failings ; for my Part 
I'm fo foft natured, I can't crofs and thwart my 
own Flefh and Blood. 

Lath D'ye hear that Miftrefs ? {Afide to Softrata. 

Sofl. Ay, to my Sorrow, \Afide. 

Lacb. Is that your Refolution then Brother ? 

Pbid. As the Cafeftands, 'tisfo — -• But ha' ye 
any thing elfe to fay ? For I've a little Bufiucfs calls 
me in Hafle to the Piazza. 

Lacb. I'll bear ye Company if ye pleafe. 

Exeunt Phidippus and Laches. 

Softrata alone."] In good faith we poor Wives have 
got a very ill Name with our Husbands, becaufe of 
a few bad Creatures, that make the World judge 
hardly of us all. For as I hope for Heaven, I'm as 
innocent of what my Husband accufes me of as tKe 
fucking Infant. Yet 'tis next to impoffible to be 
bciicv'd, there's fuch a common Scandal flicks upon 
all Mother-in- Laws : But let me die if I'm one that 
deferve it ? for I've been as tender of this famcCrea- 
iure, as if flie had been a Daughter of my own. I 



my Head; However upon many accounts I am e*- 
treamly de/irous of my Soa*s return. [Exit* 

The End aftbt Stand Ad. 



Act HI.. 

Enter Famphilus and PaFmcno, at tfo 
farther Part of the Stage. 

P*Mi*~ W 7 A Sever Man foperplex'dmhisLovW- 
VV as I ? Unhappy Wretch I Have J: 
beenfuch a good Husband o' my Life for this ? 
Was't this which made me fo defirous of returning 
home ? 'Thad been better for me to have fpent my 
days any where in the World, than to come bade 
hither, and find my felf fo unhappy here : For what-, 
ever Misfortune befalls a Man, the longer 'tis before 
he knows it, is fo. much time clearly gain'd. 

Par. However, Sir, by fbw return, you'll be able 
the fooner. to make yourfelf eafy. Had you (laid 
awny, the Breach vvou'd ha' been far wider. Now 
Sir, I'm confident that your prefence will have a 
great Influence upon them all, So you'll learn the 
whole fiufineft, recline mifunderftandings,and make- 
all Friends again. All thefe dreadful Appreheniions 
of yours are. in themfelves but very flight things. 

Pam. Why d' yc pretend to comfort me, when 
T-m the grcateft Wretch alive? Before I marry'd this. 
Woman, my Heart was engaged elfewherc ; how 
much I fufTersdupon that account,any one may eaii- 
ly guefs, without my telling; and yet I never was the 
■Man tliat dared to refufe the Match my Father put 
upon me : 1 had but juft weaned my felf from Jfos- 
wh, and difengagfcd my Afife(Xwn* \*>&V\^fc**^ 

• «1 
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»y Love on Pbihmena ; when alas, a ,'new Bufiqefs 
"happens which forced me to leave her too* TJm 
I'm afraid I fhall find either my Mother or 'Wife 
to blames and iffo, the Confequence muft be-that 
I mud be miferableftill. For Duty, Parmi*o t binds 
me to bear with my Mother's failings ; andj/or 
my Wife, I'm a thoufand ways obliged to hpr, no| 
only for meekly bearing witn my Humours, but 
ftlfo for concealing mv unkind Ufage to her from 
all the World. Certainly, Parmeno % fome extraor- 
dinary thing muft have nappe ned, which gave oc- 
cafion to this Quarrel that has now Jailed io long. 

Par. Some frivolous thing or other 111 warrant 
ye, Sir : For upon clofe Examination you jj find 
that the grcateft Quarrels han't always the greateft 
Occafions. 'Tis frequent, Sir, to find the fame 
thing mike one Man Hark mad, and your mortal 
Enemy for ever, when it doesn't move another. 
How do Children bite and fcratch for the fmalleft 
Trifles ! And why ? Marry becaufe their Under- 
flandings are weak, and are not able to direct 'cm; 
And your Women truly are e'en as foon moved as 
Children; one chance *Word perhaps, or fo, has 
been the Occaiion of all this Diiiurbance. 

Pam. Well ! go in, Parmeno, and let 'em know 
I'm here. 

Parmeno going off bears a Noi/e and flops Jbort. 

Par. Hah ! What's here to do ? 

Pam, 'S't ! [Liftens. 

Par. Here's a fod Buftle, they run up and down 
like mad — Pray, Sir, come a little this way- % ■ 
.{Eamphilus goes twards bin:.] A little clofer yet. 
\Tbey botb lijten at PhidippusV Door.} Ha ! D'ye 
Jicar, Sir? 

Pam. Hold.your prating — [Sbrieking within.] 
jBlefs me ! I hear fomebody Ihriek. 
. ..tPar. So, you enjoyn me filence,and talk yourfelf. 
- . Myr* within DoQrs.\ Prithee, dear Child, as little 
.^ife ** may b«i. 



Pam. "ftiatVIike Pbilumenft Mother's Voicci-^ 
fcajiM!" " ' . '- ,! ', 

Pa?.- Why fo? ' : : • • ; ■ 

Pant. Undone ! 

Par. Wherefore ? 

Pam. Ah, Parmeno, there is fome Mifchief mote 
than Ordinary has happened, which they conceal 
from me. 

Par. They faid indeed your Lady was out of 
order, whether that be or no I can't tell. 

Pam. I'm a loft Man. Why didn't ye tell 

me this before ? [Angrily*. 

Par. I cou'dn t tell ye ev'ry/fHing at once. 

fam. What's her Diftemjfer ? 

Par. That I can't tell. / 

Pam. How ! Is no bod^ gone for a Dodlor ?• * 
' Par. I can't tell that ne jther ? • : * 

Pam. But why don't I gty in myfelf, that I may 

know for certain what's thfc Bufinefs ! Ah my 

dear Pbilutnena, in what Condition (hall I now fina 
thee ? Should thy Life be in danger,T mall certainly 
die with thee. [Exit Pamjphilus. 

Parmeno alone.'] I don't think it convenient to 
yenture in after him : For I very well know, thejr 
don't care for any of our Family. Yefterday they 
fnut.thc Door againft my Lady herfelf, If fhe mould 
chance to grow worfe (which in troth I wou'dn't 
have for my poor Mailer's fake) they'll prefently 
pretend (a plague on them all) that one of Madam 
$bflrata % s Servants came in, brought the Devil a- 
long with him, and thereupon that (he grew worfe 
immediately : So my Millrefs will be blam'd ; but 
I (hall ha' the worft onV • ''■) 

\Jbe Noife encreafts within. 
- Enter Softrata pn the other fide. 

Soft, to berfelf.] Alas I think I've lieard'aftrarige 
fort of aBuftle in my Sifter's, Houfe, and-for fbme 
time * too. I vow, I'm -wttreamly -\ixvA ^^r^ViUvL- 
yft's Dittcmper grows worfe afeft, Ytw&fc^'* 
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Hcav'ns forbid it Now I'll give her a. Yifit. 

. Par. Hark ye, Madaih ! 

Soft. Hah ! 

Par. You'll <meet with another Repulfe, Maclftm. 

SofLtuwwg about*] Hz 9 Parmeno /are you there? 
Alas poor Wretch f what ftiaH I dq ? Shan'* 
I go fee my Son's Wife, when fhe lies fick but at 
next door. 

Par. If you'd be rul'd by roe, Madam, nejther 
fee. her, nor. fend to hier : For to be fond of one 
that perfectly hates you, feems a double piece of 
Folly. You'll bellow your Favour to no purpofe, 
and be troublefomebefldejsu- . ■ , ; Thqn, Afcgjgnv 
your Son went to fee how 4c. did, as foon. a& h& 
came to Town. 

Soft. How ! my Son Pamphikf come, a-fhore 7 

Par. Yes, Madam. 

Soft. Heaven's be praifed. That word hat 

viv'd me, and fet my Heart at reft. 

Par. Upon this Account efpecially, I wou*dn t tha , 
ye go in : For if her Pains be a little abated. Tin- 
confident, now they're together, fhe'll up and tell 
him all that pa£ed between you two ; and how the. 

Difference firftbegan. But fee where he come* 

m He feems very melancholly upon't. 
Enter Pamphilus. 

Soft. Ah, my dear, dear Child ! \Imbracing him. 

Pam. Your Bleffing, Madam. 

Soft. Welcome home heartily. ——But how i&'t 
^rith your Wife? 

Pam. O' the mending Hand.-— JP?//>£ bis Eye*, 

$oft. Heavens continue it fo.— — But why. in 
Tears Son ^ Why thus melancholy. 

Pam. Nothing at all, Madam, 

$($. What Buftle was that ? tell me* wp Jfee tt- 
\pn with a fudden Fit ? 
, * Pam. Ycs $ Madam. 
. fatf. Wfat>hcrpu^yt\ 
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Pam. An Ague. 

Ssft. A Quotidian ? 

Pam. So they tell me, Pray, Madam., walk 

in, I'll follow immediately. 

Soft. So I will. [Exit Sojlrata. 

Pam. Parmeno t do you run and meet my Ser- 
vants, and help them home with their Luggage. 

'Pax. grumbling.'] What a-duce, can't they find the 
way home without a Guide ? 

ram. You'll be gone, won't ye ? 

[Exit Parmeno. 

Pamphilus alone, walking about dtf contentedly. 

Where fhalj I begin now, to give an Account of 
thpfe many furprizing misfortunes that have befallen 
me, part of which I heard, and part I faw with thefe 
very Eyes, which made me run out of the Houfe 
half diftracled? — * — Tor when I haftily went ia 
juft now, in great concern for my Wife, thinking to 
find her fick of another-gates Diftcmper, than what, 
alas ! I found her in ; the Maids being furpriz'd at 
firft fight, all of 'em o'erjoy'd, cry'd out, Hfs. come: 
But immediately after, I perceiv'd they chang'd 
Countenance,becaufe I happen'd to come atfuchan 
unlucky Minute : Mean time one of 'em ran up. 
Stairs, to give notice of my arrival ; and I as eager 
to fee my Wife, followed her direclly .No fooner wa* 
I got in, but immediately I perceiv'd her Ailment,, 
(unhappv Creature as I was ! j for they had no time 
i'thi world to conceal the Bufinefs, and her Cryings- 
out did fuificiently difcover her Condition* When I 
faw this, Bajfi and Unworthy, laid I \ and with that 
immediately flung out of the Room all in Tears, 
ftruck with Horror at fiich an unheard of <fcfaiaj 
Accident. Her Mother, poor Soul, fbMbw f d me 
clofe, catch'd me at the Dtotor, an^ flung herself at 
my Feet, melting into Tears, fo that I cou'd'nt but 
pity her: And truly I'm of Opinion, as a man's For- 
tune rifes or falls, fo is he up Or down. SWn!k^ 
td'drefs'd her felf to me : Mj J«ari?*m$&\ft* "$«*** 
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*# Tiye-witne/s now of the Cau/e that made this un- 
happy Creature leave your Hou/e : She was ratufird 
fme iiniifince by an unknown Villain, and is now 
tied f hither to hide her Shame from you and the 
World. [He wipes his Eyes.} But alai r the vctt 
remembrance or her earneftlntreaties makes mc melt I 
sifreih. • — Whatfoeoer Chance or Forttme (con rinsed J 
ihc) has brought you hither at thisjstneJure, by that ' 
we both conjure ye (if we may in Equity and Ju/lice j 
fte/ume/o far) to bury and anceai this Mi/ehanet 
from the Eye of the World. If ever (dear Pun- ' 
£hilus) if ever you were fenfible that /be hoi any Ten* 
defne/s for ye, in requital Jbe begs ye not to think 
that fmall Favour too much to grant her. As for 
taking her again, ufeyour own Di/crethn : You're the 
inly Per/on that knows of her Lying-in, and that the 
Child is none of yours if or 9 they fay, yon had nothing 
ito do with her the firft two Months \ and after you 
had V/V now /even, and no more. Tour Behaviour 
jkews that your Thoughts are about it : Now if it 
be pojjible [my Dear) I wifh and endeavour nothing 
more, than that her Lying- in may be kept from her 
Father, and every Soul befides : Butjboud it come 
out, it Jh all go for a Marriage ; / know none will 
think otherwt/e than what is tnoft likely, that you are 
the Father otft. The Child Jhall immediately be 
expos d and you ne'er the worfe for't i and by this 
means you can fuffer no Inconvenience, and /ecu re tht 

foor GirPs Reputation befides. — I jpafsM my 

word, and am refolv'd to keep it ; but for taking 
her again, I think it no ways for my Honour ; nor 
Will Ido't, though her Love and Conversion have 
a great influence over me— I can't but" weep; to 
think what a melancholy Life I mud letd for the 

future. {Weeps] O Fortune, Fortune !• what 

a changeable thing thou art ! But my firli Love has 
Snur'd me to this ufage ? I conquer ? d that by Rea- 
Jfo, and now I mutt euAw*o>ax \s> to *&ViSifc».— 
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Enter Parriieno, Socia, and Porters, at a great s 
Diftante, with Trunks, Portmanteau's, 8cc. 
—But yonder comeB P armeno with, the reft a tbcrc> 
no occaiion for him to be hereabouts at this time ; 
for he's the only Perfon I made privy to my Beha- 
viour to rav Wife, when we firft marry'd. ^ I fear 
(hould he hear her frequent Shrieks, he'll difcover 
her to be in Labour ; I mod e'vn fend him on feme 
Errand or other till all's over. 

Par. to Socia.] Say ye Co ? Had ye fuch a wretch- 
ed Voyage on't ? Hah ! 

Soc. In fober Sadnefs, P armeno, 'tisn't jpoffible to 
tell thee what a difinal thing 'tis to be on Shipboards 

Par. Indeed ! 
- 'Sot. Troth thou'rt a happy Fellow, little doli 
thou know what Dangers thou efcapeft by keeping 
tlways on dry Ground. To pafs over other 
Hardfhips, mark but this, Thirty long Days and 
Mights or more was I on Shipboard, expe&ing e- 
Tery minute to be fowe'd to the bottom of the 
Sea, 'twas fuch plaguy ftormy Weather all the time, 
-juidthe Wind againft us. 
Par. Abominable f 

Soc. So indeed I found it : In Ihort, if I knew I 
muft go back, rather than do't, npo 1 my Soul I'd 
Ihew 'em a light pair of Heels for t. 

Par. Ay, old Boy, thou'ft been ready for that 
fport upon /lighter Occafions than this : —7— But 
hold, yfcnder's my Matter Pampkilus before that 
Door.*— —Go all in, and HI ftep to him, and fee 
if. he has any Bnfineftwith me. 

Exeunt Socia and Porters* 
Panneno goes to Pamphilus. ' . 
Par. Are you here ftill, Sir? 
Pam. Ves, J ftajr for you. 
Tor. WhatTjtour Pleafure ? 
Pam. Yon muft run as far as the ToWer. 
Par. Who rnofl? . ," } 

PaM.Y4k*wK. :-/*.<■ <- : - ■•'"■ , 

*«r % 
' ■ •* i. 
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Par. As far as the Tower J For what pray Sir ? 
, Pam, To find out one Caltidtmides my Landlord 
t>f Mycenia, who came over in the fame Veflcl 
ivith me. m . .; 

Par. S'death \ M be fworn thk matter b* m.ine has 
made a Vow, that if e'er he grft afhore, he'd make 
ine run my Heart out. [jtfidt. 

Pam. Why don't ihe ttlr ? 

Par. Mud I fay any thing to him, Or mvlft I 
tally give him the meeting ? 

Pam. Tell him I can't meet him to day a» ap- 
pointed that he mayn't (lay to no purpofe,— —Fly. 

Par. But Sir, I don't know what manner of man 
he is. 

Pam. ril tell ye how to knoW him prefentiv-— 
He's a huge, fiery- fac*d, frizzl'd-croWn dfa£FelJojr f 
with wall-Eyes, and looks as if he'd frjgh$ y& . x 

TPar. afide. j Plague on him for a Son of a" Wfc-^-> 
[Going off, turns dart.] But fuppofc he be'at there, 
mud I ftay all Night for him ? 

\Pdm. Ay, ay : Run Sirrah* 
Par. I beg your Pardon for that, I'm quite foun- 
der'*! already. [ExitbMling. 
Pamphilus rf/iffl. 

He^s gone — Now what Courfe fliall popr I 
take ?— « I'm at a ftrangclofshow to conceal Fit- 
Iumena's Lying-in, as her mother defir'd me. I 
profefs, I can't but pity the poor Woman. I'll do 
what I can, butftill Pll difcharge my Duty to my 
ft rents,for my Love muft give Way to my Obedience. 

.-.Enter Laches and Phidippus at feme diJfMtt. 
BiitLack-a-day, there's my Father and lAx.Pbidip- 
dus together, ■ They make this Vvaytoo.- ■ 
I can't devife what to fay to 'em. 



Lach. to Phidippus.] Didn't ye-tsjine juft now 
that your Daughter only waited for hay Son's co- 
aim, 
Pi 



rning home, 
Pbid. Yes, 



tub, IhwhtUwmtA^WV^m^v^^ \ 
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"Km. to bimftlf.'] I can't iihagihe what excufe 
to make to my Father for riot taking her home a- 
galn. ■ 

Lach. overbearing^ What Voice is that? 
* *llti: tobimjetf] Yet Fm fully refotved tolicp 
firm to my deligh. 
• Livi. O here's the Man we were talking of. 

tarn. Your Bleffing, Sir. 

itM. Tm gjad to fee tnee. 

Pfo/. Welcome home, ' Pafopbiks, Tm alffl*da4 
to fee you fo found ahdlully after your Voyage?. 

Pap. PmbbligM to ye, Sir. 

pick. Are you but jhff landed, "Son ? 

Pam. Jiift now, Sir, . t 

Met. Well f and what Kali our Kinfman PbvttU 

terH,?Han! : .;; : 

.P4'm* Why realfcr, Sir, ne waaa^ian given to 
his PJeafures In' his fife-time, ahdjfuch'as hcfel3qm 
leaves much to their tteirs ; tfdwever they leave 
this Commendation behind 'em, that as long as 
Oiey liv'd, they. ,uVd like Gentlemen. . 

Lftib. Then thou haft brought nothing home but 
that pretty Sentence inftead of an Eftatc. 

Pam. I'hat little he has left, may do as foiae 
EmdneTs. 

tack. Ah! noneital].— -IWiih Heartily lie 
wdre alive and in nealtn again. 
. Pam. You may fafely wiih that i tic's paft wify* 
in§ for-i— I dare fwear I know which you would 
chute. m f , .-....,. 

Lacji. to PamphilusJ Yefhkday my Brotherl^ere 
ient to deitre his Daughter might come to his Houfc. 
•—-Say you did. 

[Jfide to PJudippus, tbrufting b'fm. 

VbM.fofil] to Laches.] fiea't punch' me fo —- 
So I did.- Aloud'to Pamphifua, 

tLacb. But new hell (end her home again. 

7>*iV. Selwill. . . . ..v 

/fcSr; Sir, IfaTdW the wltofc lnfi&KCfei* «*** 
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thing has beenmanag'd fince I went. I heard the 
whole Story as fbon as e'er I arriv'd. 

Lacb. Hang thofe envious Devils that were fo 
officious as to tell it ye. [7/r * Pqffi$n. 

Pam. I'm Cure I took all poffible care to avoid 
giving any of theleaft offence : and had I a mind 
to't, I could here tell you how faithful, loving, and 
kind I've been to her ; but I had rather ye fnou'd 
hear't from her own Mouth ; for, by that means 
you'll the fooner believe my good Nature, when 
theJRelation comes from her that at prefent is fo un- 
kind to me. Heaven's my Witnefs, I had no hand 
at all in this Difference ; But fince (he thinks her 
felf too good to ftooptomy Mother, when Modeity 
might ha* taught her t'have born with her Hu- 
mour ; and fince there's no other way of compofing 
the Difference, I muft e'en part with either one I 
or the other. But now, Mr. PbMippus, filial Duty ! 
obliges me to take my Mother's part before my 
Wife's. ! 

Lacb. I am not difpleafed, Pampbilus to find ye 
fo ready to facrifice all to the In te re Its of your Pa- 
rents : But have a care you don't engage too far in 
this Quarrel* 

Pam. How can I engage n yfelf in a Quarrel a- 
gainft her, that never diibblig'd me in any thing, 
but on the contrary has obliged me in many things ? 
I love her, honour her, and ftill defire with all j 
my Soul to keep her : For I've always found her 
of a wonderful iweet Temper towards me 5 there- 
fore I wifli with all my Heart ihe may fpend the 
remainder of her days with a more fortunate Huf- 
band than me, fince meer Necefiity tears her from 
me. 

Phid. 'Tis in your own Power to hinder that. 

Lacb. Take her home again, if you be wife* 

{Angrily. 

Aw. That'snot my intention, Sir, I muft now 

confult my Mother'* ntmk* \fcxit ^-wx^W 
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1 Lack Whither now?— Stay, (lay, I fay.*-*-:' 
Where are ye going ? 

Phi J. What Whim's this ? . {Surlily * 

Lack I told ye, Brother, Kqw nighly he'd . re- 
fent this : ; and therefore begg'tf 9fj* to lend hom^ 
your IJaoghter in; time. '**-. 

/>£/£ S'bud I didn't think he hadbeen fuch a Churl. ^ 
Does he think Til go cringing with Cap in Hand to 
him ? If he's (Jifp'ofed to take home his Wife, well 
and good ; if not let him refund her Portion, pack . 
off, and aP— — for him. {In a buffi t 

Lacb. Look ye now, you're in as 4 great Fume" 

* s Ke, 

Phid. Pamfbifo's, You're grown mighty huffifh.. 
methinks after your Voyage. - 



Lacb. His Anger will fcon be over, tho f irideed * 
he had fome caufe. 

Pbid. Becaufe, forfooth, you've, got a little more 
Pelf fallen to ye, ye fwell fo much upon't. « 

Lacb, What ! You'll fall out with me too ? 

Pbid. Let him confider on't, and tell me to day, 
whether he'll have her or no j that if he won't a-'; 
nother may. {Exitjn a bilf, \ ^ 

Laches alone. "l' 

Stay Brother, hear me but one word. ——He's ., 
gone. —But what's this to me? In Abort, let 'em 
order their Matters as they pleafe for me, fince nei- 
ther Brother nor Son will hear Reafon, nor mine 
one Word I fay, I'll turn all my Forces upo' my 
Wife, the Promoter of all this Mifchief, anddif- 
charge all that flicks in my Stomach upon her. . . 
Exit iichesi and as be g/iejjjf'. ' 
Enter Myrrhina in taifirder. """" 

I'm ruin'd 1 What mall I do ? -^Which.way 
fliall I turn my felf ? — AiasJ Whatanfwer can 
I give my Husband? Fmperfwaded he heard the 




&&n&<& 
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iilcvice what excufe to invent for the concealing of 

ir. The Door goes.— I'm afraid he's upo' the 

.Scent after me. — I'm no Woman of this World. 
Enter Phidippus-. 

PhkL entering.'] As foon as my Wife perceived I 
was going into my Daughter's Chamber, away (he 
flunk out o' doors. — But here fhe is tho»— How 
now Wife ? [She feems net to fee bim!\ Hark ye, 
'tis you I fpeak to. 

Mir. Meaning me, my dear Husband ? 

Pbid. I your Husband ! Wye regard me as a 
Husband, or fo much as a Man ? For had ye 
efteem'd me either one or t'other (Gentlewoman!) 
you daren't ha' made me fuch a publick Scorn by 
your bafenefs. 

Myr. By what bafenefs ? 

Phid. By what?— -Isn ? t your Daughter brought 

to bed \ Hah ^ are ye tongue- ty'd -how ? — -* 

Wh ->'s the Father, pray ? 

Myr. Is that a Queftion for a Father to ask ? — • 
Dear Heart, who do ye think fhou'd be but her own 
Husband ? 

Pbid. I believe it, nor is it for a Father to think 
other wife : But I'm amazed why ye fhould fo care- 
fully keep all in hugger mugger from us, efpecialry 
when fhe was delivered at her full time, and all 
things were as they fhou'd be. Cou'd ye be fo dam- 
nably malicious, as to wifh the poor Child's Death; 
which you knew would be the occafion of a more 
lading Friendfhip between us, rather than fufrer 
Man and Wife to live together contrary to your 
crofs grain'd Humour. — I took it to be wholly 
their Fault, but, now I find 'tis all along of you. 

Myr. Vm a miferable Creature. 

Phid. Wou'd I were fure o'that. — It now comes 

frefh into my mind, what you formerly faid on this 

fubjedl, when the Match was firft made. You pro- 

fcfcd, forfooth, that you cou'dn't away with a Son- 

vi-La w that keepsAvuiW tTktVt^vb&taq &rau£ whole 

(Sights together. "^ » 
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Myr. I had rather he fhould fufpett any thing i'th' 
World than guefs at the true Caufe. \dfide. 

Pbid. I knew that he kept a Miftrefs (Madam 
Wife !) long before you did,but I never counted that 
fuch a mighty Fault in a young Man ; for 'tis what 
we- are all born with, but the time will quickly 
come when he'll hate himfelf for't : But you, I fee, 
are ftill the fame, and cou'd ne'er be at quiet till you 
had parted 'emand null'd the Marriage, 'caufe 'twas 
of my making. Now 'tis plain How rarely you 
flood affe&ed to the Match. 

Myr. Can ye fuppofe me fo bafe and cruel to my 
own Flefh and Blood; if this Match had been to 
our advantage? 

Pbid. Pifh ! you able to fdrefee or judge what's t« 
our advantage ! 'tmay be fomebody inform'd you 
that they faw him going to, or coming from his 
Miftrefs, and what of all that, if he did it privately, 
and but feldom ? Isn't more handfome for us to 
wink at fuch Failings, than blaze 'em abroad, and 
get nothing but ill-will to ourfelves by the Bar- 
gain ? For, could he fo fuddenly draw his Affec- 
tions from one as he- has lov'd fo many Years, I 
fliou'dn't count him a Man, nor think him half 
ftanch and conlhnt enough for my Daughter. 

Myr. Good Husband, no more of the young Man, 
nor of my pretended Faults neither : go and meet him 
privately, and ask him whether he'll take home his 
Wife or no ; if he fays yes, fend her a Way ; if not, I 
think I've taken a wife courfe with my Daughter. 

Pbid. If he wouldn't receive her, andyou knew 
him in fault, Wife; I wasn't far off, pray why was 
not I comulted withal? This mads me to" the Heart, 
to find that ye dare do fuch a thing without my leave. 
I charge ye upon your Life, not to let the Child flir 

out of the Houfe.. But whit a Blockhead am 1, 

to think ftie'Il mind what f fay : Til go in myfelf^ 
and ftri&ly charge nrjrServants to \*t tioYjo^ oxvf 
itumy. tExitYfcv&W**- 
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. Myrrh ina alone. 
Let me die if I don't believe I'm the unhappidt 
Woman i'th] World. In good truth, I plainly fore- 
fee how/xtreamly ill he'd take it if he knew all, 
fince he's fo very angry for that little he knows now, 
nor can imagine how to alter his Refolution. ■ 
And this the only Evil that could have befall'n me 
after all my other DiMers, if I (houldbe forc'd to 
bring up a Child we don't know the Father of. For 
when my Daughter was raviuYd 'twa* fo dark (he 
cou'dn't difcern his Face, nor yet get any token from 
him, whereby to difcover him afterwards ; only 
when the Fellow left her, he forc'd a Ring off her 
Finger. Upon the whole matter* I'm ftrangely a- 
fraid Mr. Pathphilus, when he comes to hear we 
bring up another Man'sChild inftead of his, will no 
longer conceal what we deiire him to keep private. 

Exit Myrrhina, 

<The End of the Third Aft. 

Act IV. 

^nter Softrata and Pamphilus ; Laches 
comes to the Door andvbferves 9 em. 

Soft, en- 1 Know well enongh, Pamphilus, yon 
tring. fufpeft 'twas lone of my Humours 
that your Wife left us, diffemble the matter as much 
as you pleafe \ but may I never obtain Mercy, nor 
enjoy that Comfort from ye I expeft, if e'er to my 
Knowledge I did anything that would give her any 
Difguft againft me. I always believ'd you refpecled 
me, but now you ha' given certain Proof of it, for 
your Father has been telling me within how far you 
prefer my Reputation to your Love. And now I 
defign to return you the like Compliment, and let 

ye 
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ye know how highly I efteem fuch dutifulnefs : I 
believe, my dear Son, 'twill be better for both your 
Satisfaction and my Reputation, if I retire into the 
Country with your Father, as IVc fully refolved r 
fo my rreftnce will be no Eye-fore to you, norany 
Pretence for your Wife's ftaymg away, 

Pam. Pray, Madam, what d'ye- mean by "this £ 
Shall her filly Freaks drive you into the Country ? It 
rauft not be, nor can I endure to have theenviou9 
World fay, *Twas done through my Wilfulnefs, and 
not your Good nature : Befides I wou'dn't for e'er 
fo much have ye, upon my Account, banifh'd the en> 
joyment of your Friends, Relations, and all the Di- 
ver/ians of the Town* 

Soft. Truly Son, I've now but little relifh of thefe- 
Enjoyments. Time was indeed when I had my fill 
of 'em, but now I'm quite weary of thofe Gambols. 
At prefent my chief Care is to keep my Age from 
being a Burden to others, that fo they mayn't wifh 
for my End. Here I find I'm deipis'd without 
Caufe, and 'tis time to retreat : By this means, I 
fancy, I fhall cut off* all Caufe of Difcontent, clear 
myfelf of hard Sufpicions, and humour 'cm all j 
therefore pray let me avoid thofe Scandals we Wo- 
men generally lie under. 

Pam. How happy am I upon all Accounts, were 
it not for thb, fmce I have fuch a Mother, and fuch 
a Wife f [Aftde. 

Soft, Good dear Boy, as the Cafe /lands, try to 
make fhift with onclnconveniency ; if other things 
go according to your mind, and your Wife is as I 
take her to be, grant me this one Requeft, my 
Child, and take her home. 

Pam* Ah ! I'm very unhappy. 

Soft. Afld* I too : for I'm as much concern' d at 
it as you can be, my dear Child, for the Soul of ye 
, Laches appears, and gees up to 'em. 

Lacb. So Wife, I overheard all yourDifcourfe jufl 
by here. 'Tis Policy to comply freely with the Oc- 
P 3 ca&sesi* 
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©afion, when you know force would follow elfe> 

Soft. May it fucceed well. 

Lacb. March into the Country then, and there 
we'll both bear with one another's Humours. 

Sift. I hope we fhall. • 

Lack Go in then, and pack up what things you'd 
have occafion for. I'm Ext. 

Soft. I fhall obey you Orders. [Exit Softrata, 

Pam. But, Sir ! [Cincernedlj. 

Lack Well, Pampbilus. 

Pam. Will ye fend my Mother into the Coun- 
try ? By no Means. 

Lacb. Why not? 

Pam. Becaufe, Sir, as yet I'm not refblv'd what 
to do with my Wife. 

Lacb. How ! What would ye do but take hue 
home again ? ■ 

Pam. aftde] That I wou'd with all my Heart, 
and can hardly perfuade myfelf not to do't : But I*H 
not break one jot a' my Meafure, but e'en take that 

Courfe I think moll convenient. To Laches,]. I 

prcfume, Sir, they'll be better Friends if fhe ftay* 
where lhe is. 

Lark That's more than you know ; however it is 
not a Pin matter to you whether they be Friends or 
Foes, when once yourMother'sout o' the way : The 
truth on't is, we old Folks are no good Company to 
you young ones ; and therefore we had e'en as good 
go our wny. In ftiort, Pampbilus, your Mother and 
Tare become By words t s ye, The Old Man and Tbe 
Old Woman. — But yonder comes my Brother in 
the critical Minute, let- s give him the Meeting. 

Enter Phidippus at tbectber end of the Stage, 

Laches makes towards bim 

Phid. to Philumena within.] Troth Daughter, I'm 

argry with you,and very much too, forin fober Sad- 

nefs'twasa very fcurvyTrick; though yourMother*s 

forcirz ye be your Pretence, yet Tm fure (he had 

#e iuch Escufe* Lack 
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Lacb. O Brother, you're come at the beft time 
iW World. 

Pbid. Why fo ? 

Pam. "What Anfwer fhaU-l£ive 'cm, or how be- 
able to keep this Secret ? [Afide\ 

Lacb. You may tell your Daughter my Wife's 
going into the Country, fo (he necthfrbe afraid to 
come home to her Husband. 

Pbid. Poh ! your Wife's innocent of all, 'tis mine 
that s the Broacher of all this, 

Pam. Nay, then the Cafe \s alter'di [dfide. 

Pbid. — And has caus'd all thb ado, Mr. Laches. 

Tarn. Let 'em caufe wbdt atio they pte&fe, fb I 
don't take her home again. \4fiV*. 

Pbid. Now, Pampbi/us, I wifli nothing more, if 
it can be brought about, than that there may be a 
laftmg Alliance between us. If you're of anorher 
mind, pray take the Child however. 

Pam. He knows of that too ; I'm paft all Hope. 

[Afide. 

Lacb. The Child ! prithee what Child ? [Haflily. 

Pbid. Why, we have a Grandfoft, Brother ; for 
my Daughter, when fhe left your Houfe Was big 
it fecms, and I ne'er fo much as knew of her Breed- 
ing till now. 

Lacb. Good, in troth, as I'm an honeft Man ; I'm 

heartily glad 'tis born, and your Daughter well. 

But a what a Grange fort of a Woman is your Wife 
Pam ! what odd kind of Fancies fhe has about her, 
fo long to keep things in the dark from us ! I vow- 
I can't fay how unhandfome it looks. 

Pbid. Truly, Brother, I'm as little pleas'd at the 
Proceedings as yoa. 

Pam. My Mind was in Sufpenfe before, but now 
*Cis nVd, fince fhVa to bring a Brat with her that's 
none of mine. 

Lacb* Come, come Pat*,. 'tis too late to Hand 

ffl'alll; JhallL 

- P dm. Ffn ruin'd. ■ » l^fi^ 

R \ Locke 
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Latb. I've often wifh'd for that happy Day of 
having one to call you Father : Tis come at laft 
"Heaven's be prais'd. 

Pam.—— Beyond Redemption. [Jfidt. 

. Lac b.» > . Take home your Wife, without any 
more grumbling, 

Pam. Truly, Sir, had (he been minded to have had 
Children by me, or to have been ftill my Wife, I'm 
certain fhe'd ne'er have conceaPd what I underftand 
fhe has. Now, fince I plainly fee fhe has 'withdrawn 
her Love from me, I don't believe we fhalTever agree 
well hereafter ; why then fhould I take her again ? 

Lack Pho ! theyoungGirldidallbyherMother's 
perfuafion ; And, is that fuch a ftrange thing ? D'ye 
cxpedt to find any Womaai'th' World without their 
Faults ? Have not Men their Failings too ? 
Pbid. Well, look to't vourfelves, both of ye, 
whether ye think to have ner or leave her: I can't 
anfwer for all that my foolifh Wife does ; for my 
own Part, do what you will, you ihan't find me 
unreafonable on either fide : Mean time whatfhall 
we do with the Child ? 

Lac. A wife Query in troth ! Let the Bufinefs 
go which way it will, fend the Child hither, fince 
'tis his, that we may nurfe it as ours. 

Pm. Shall 1 bring tip that Child that the Mo- 
ther takes no Care of ? 

Lacb. What's that you fay ? Not bring it up 9 Pam- 
fl»/>u ? Goodnow, mall we make away with't ?— 
Why :hi? is downright Madnefs; upo' my Life I 
on hold no longer. Now you force me to fay 
'.\hrt J wouVr/t hive faid before your Father-in- 

L?w. {"lamp's ilus weeps.] D'ye think I don't 

i.n "v v. h .1 ., 1! this Snivelling, and what all this Di£ 

<>u!t.v itu ;n, < \ln another Tone'] Firft ye 

prctcrcitii, )l:i coudrft bave ber borne, becavfe of 
yet M^'rr ; fhe promifes to leave the whole Houfe 
to \ curie Ives : Since that Excufe won't hold good 
^ovv. foriboth, The Child's born without your Know- 
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ledge. You're mightily miftaken if you think I doc ,f 
know what you hanker after. How long did I 
wink at your keeping a Mils, in hopes at laft of 
bringing ye over to a Wife ? How patiently did I 
bear your lavifh Expences that way ? I pity'd ye, I 
entreated ye to marry, told ye 'twas high time, and 
by much perfuafion you did. Then you obcy'd me r 
as your Duty obiig'd ye to do; but now you're in. 
with your Whore again, and, to pleafure her, will 
ruin your Wife. I plainly fee you are relapfing in- 
to your old courfc of Debaucheries. [Angrily. 
Pam. Who, I, Sir? 

Laeb. Yes, you 5 andlet me tell ye, 'tis bafe to in- 
vent mams to quarrel with your Wife, that when- 
once fhe's out of light, you may the better live with 
your Strumpet. Your Wife was fenfible pf this* or- 
what reafon had (he to leave the Houfe elfc ? 
Pbid. Hehashitupon'tjCertainly that's the reafon. 
Pam. If you pleale, Sir, I'll give it upon Oath, 
that 'tis nothing lb as you imagine. 

Lack For fhame take home your- Wife then, or 
give us a better reafon why you won't* 
Pam. 'Tis not convenient at this timei 
Lack Take care of theChild then, that I hope is in 
no fault ; we'll confide r of the Mother afterwards. 
Pam. walking $n one fide.] I'm miferable on all 
fides : my Father has fo vvofully graveli'd me, that I- 
know not how to turn myfelf. *— I'll e'en ftep out 
of the way, fince I fhall do but little Good by my 
being here. I believe they'll hardly bring up the. 
Child without my Order,, efpecially fince my Mo- 
ther- in- Law will fecond.me in the thing. \Afides~ 
Pamphilus/rf/r*// off. 
Lacb. D'ye fteal away; What! giv« us no direcY 
Anfwer ?— -D'ye think he isnt crack brain' d ?— 
Well, 'tis no matter, Brother, fcMthe Child to. 
me, and 1*11 bring him up. 

Pbid. With all my Heart. 1 don't wonder if his 

wifebeca't plcw'd with thefe fine doings? Womenarc 



Thid. Wh*t ? why, firft I think 'tis beft 
go to his Mifs : Let us firit difcourfe her 
then charge her home ; and if that won' 
us threaten her feverely, if ever fhe has a: 
more to do with your Son. 

Lacb. I'll follow your Advice— [Goes 
bis own Hou/e.'] Soho, within there. ■ 

Enter a Boy. 
Step over to my Neighbour Baccbi$,*xi& te 
fpeak with her prefcntly. - [ExitBoyJ] An 
oefire you, Brother, to fland by me in this 

Pbia. Ah Sir, Tve often told ye, and a 
the fame Mind, that I defire nothing fo muc 
the Alliance between us may be killing, if i 
ble to bring it about, and I hope we (hall d< 
But wou'd you have me here when (he co 

Lacb. No ; you may go and provide a ga 
for the Child. Exit VI 

Enter Bacchis on tbe other fide of tbe Stag 
two Waiting-maids, and Laches V I 

Tlmf 0nt0ritia 1 I'll K^ fwf\rr\ *fic nn Cm*} 
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K Bac. And really when I confidcrmyfelf, lam 
a afraid, left the Scandal of my Trade fhou'd be to 
jt my prejudice ; for as to my Behaviour in it, I de» 

\ fie the World 

v Lacb. If it be fe, you've no fteafon to be afraid of 

me, Woman ; for I'm of thofe Years, that a falfe 

j flep is not fo eafily pardonable in me> therefore am 

the more cautious to do nothing rafhly. If both 

- now and ever you do what you cm juflify, 

*twouldbe very unhandfome in me to do ye any 

Injury, and very unjuft, fmce you don't defer ve it. 

Bac. Upon my Word Fin extreamly obligM to 

ye for that ; for, after an Injury's done, begging . 

of one's Pardon is but ihiall Amends. — Buc pray, 

Sir, your Heafurc,. 

Lacb. I hear you entertain my Son Pampbifus— . 

Bac. interrupting^ Sir,— — - 

Lacb. Hear me out.— Before hemarried, I . 

wink'd at your Amours [Here Dixchis is g-iiug 

to /peak ] — Hold, I han't fpoke all my Mind 

yet. Now he's married, you'd do well to lo»k 

out a more conftant Lover in time ; for Patnpbiius- 
will not always ha' the fame Inclinations, nor troth, 
you the fame Beauty* 

Bac. Pray„ Sir, who reports this ? 
Lacb. His Mother-in- Law. 
Bac. That I entertain him ? 
Lacb.. Yes, you: For that Reafon fhe has take n 
home her Daughter, and would privately have 
made away the Child ihe has by him. 

Bac. Sir, If I knew any thing more facred than* 
an Oath to convince ye k I'd freely offer it fye, 
that I'd never any thing to do with your Son- fmce 
he married. 

Lacb. Thou art a dainty fine Girl: But, can ye 
guefs what farther Favour I'd defire of ye? 
Bac. What is it, good Sir \ 
£*atk Only to juiUiep in there, \frpint\n& .U'W^- 
<p#?wVZ^]and offer tYieWometv y*\xV\^x*^ 
Oath to 6ti«jSc them and cleat vouxk& sH ^* *** 
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Bit- 111 obey you, Sir ; but in good earneft, there's 
never a one in my Circumftances would have don't, 
or fhowR her Face before a young marriedWomen 
upon fuch an account : But I fcorn to fee your Son 
fcandaliz'd upon a fajfe Story, or be underfervedly 
thought inconftant by fuch as mould have a better 
Opinion of him. Me has done me many a good 
turn, and now I'll do him one. 

Ldcb. Your fmoothTongue has made me conceive 
a more favourable Opinion of ye ; for 'twasn't only 
their Surmifes, but I thought as bad of ye royfelf 
too. — Since I've now found ye otherwife than- 
we took ye to be, pray fee that you prove ftill the 
fame, and you may find a Friend of me : but, if ye 
don't,— Well, I fay no more for fear of difoblig- 

ing ye. ThisJ'lladvife ye, that you'd rather try 

what I can do as yourFriend,. than as your Enemy. 

Bac. I'll do my bell, Sir, to fadisfie ye. 
Enter at a diftance Phidtppus with aNt/rfe. 

Phid. to the Nurfe.] I won*t fee ye want for any 
thing, but you fhall ha' freely what my Houfe will 
afford ; but when you've eat and drank fufficiently, 
pray let the Child fuck it's Belly full. \ExitNurft. 

Lacb. See, there cornea our Son's Father-in- Law: 
He has got him a Nurfe for the Child. — Brother ! 
here's Mrs. Baccbis fwears by all the Gods. 

Phid. Is that fhe ? 

Lacb. Yes. m 

Pbid. Troth thefe fort of Creatures care little for 
the Gods,, and the Gods as little for them. 

Bac, Take my Servants here, rack the Truth out 
*©f them if ye pleafe. The Bufinefs is now on foot, 
and I'm oblig'd to reconcile Mr. Pamphilus and his 
Lady ; which if I do, I lhall get me Credit enough 
by being the only Perfon of my Profeffion that 
would have undertaken fuch a Bufinefs. 

Lach. to Phidippus, walking on one fide ».J I find. 
uponExamination that our Wives were mightily out 
ik their Conjectures ; However, let's make ufe of 

this 
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this Woman now, for when your Wife once per- 
ceives her Miftake (he'll quickly be pacified ; but if 
Pampbilus be angry 'cauie his Wife was brought to 
Bed privately, that's a trifle, hell (bon be (atisfied : 
And, E'dad, 1 can fee nothing in this Bufincfs 
that's worth falling ont abeufc 

Pbid. Troth, wou'd it were fo as you fay. 

Lacb. Examine her yourfelf, lincc ihe's here) 
me'il fatisfie ye, I'll engage for't. 

Pbid. What need all this ? Don't ye know my 
Mind already i'this Matter, ? Let her but fatisfie the 
Women and Fm content. 

Lzch. goes to Bacchis J Troth, Mrs. Baccbis, I 
mult defire ye to be as good as your Word tome. 

Bac. Would you have me go in, Sir, about this 
Bufinefs ? 

Lacb. Yes ; and fatisfie them that they may be- 
lieve it too. 

Bac. I will, Sir 1 but I am fure to be no wel- 
come Gueft there : For a young Woman,, parted, 
from her Husband upo' this account, is a mortal 
Enemy to a Courtefan. 

Lacb. They'll be your Friends, when once they 
know on what Errand you come. 

Pbid. I'll pafs my Word for that too, when they 
come to know your Bufinefs rFor you*Il clear them, 
of a Miftake, and yourfelf of all Suspicion. 

Bac, Alack-a-day, I'm fo afham'dto lookMadanv 

Pbilumena i'th* Face. pi ber Maids."] Come 

both of ye after me. 

Exeunt Phidippus, Bacchis, with ber two Maids. 
Laches alouei 

Whatcou'd IhavewifhM for more than what has 
happened to this Woman, thatfhe mightprocure her 
felf Friends without colling her any thing,. and do 
me a kindnefs into the Bargain ? For in reality /he 
has withdrawn herfelf from Pampbilus, it will be 
very much t9 her Intcrejt, Reputation and immor- 
tal 
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to* have our Sparks fond of Matrimony : But upon 
myHonefty, the fmell of a littlePclf fhall never make 
me to do a bafe thing. Indeed, I hacFa very free, 
jolly, pleafant Spark of him, whilft it wasallowablej 
and thisMatch happen'd ill for me, I muft needs fay: 
But my Comfort is I've dorie nothing, that I know 
of, to deferve fo great a Misfortune. 'Tis but ju- 
ftice^ to bear fome Inconveniences from him, that 
has been fo good a Friend to me. 

Enter Pamphilus and Parmeno at adiftance, 

Pam. to Parmeno.] Go, Parmen$, have a 

eare you give a clear and evident Proof of this Bufi- 
nefs ; and that you don't, only for a moment, make 
me believe myfelfextreamly happy. 
Par. That Care's over. 
Pam. For certain f 
Par. Yes, for certain-. 
Pam. I'm in Heaven if it be (6. 
Par. You'll find it lb, I'll warrant ye. 

Pam. Prithee, notfo fait. I'm afraid you tell 

xne one thing, and I think 'tis another. 
Par. WelT Sir. 

Pam. I think you t©ld me that my Mother Mjr- 
rbina difcovered her own Ring upon Baccbi/a 

Finger. • 

Par. Right. 

Pam. And the very fame Iformerly prefented 

to her, and 'twas Ihe bad ye run, and tell me on't : 
Wasn't it ? 
Par. Yes, lhe did. 

Pam. Who alive then is a happier and finer Fel- 
low than I ? what reward muft I bellow on thee for 
this kind Meffage ? What (hall 1 ? What ? I can't 
imagine. 
Par. But I can, Sir ? 
Pam. Prithee what ? 

Par. Juft nothing at all : For I can't fee any 
thing either in the Meters 01 Mdfa^Ft xWviUl 
tarn to your Advantage* ^^^ 
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Pam. Shall I fuffcr thee to go unrewarded, that 
haft refcuedmefrom the Jaws of Death,and brought 
me to Life again ? Surely thou canft not think me 

£0 ungrateful But hold ! there walks Baccbis 

before their Door, waiting for me I fancy.— — rj 
IHlgo to her: 

Pamphilus goes up to Bacchis, Parmeno Seeps 
his diftance. 

Bac. Mr. Pamphilus, your Servant. 

-Pam. Bacchis ! My fweet Bacchis / Thou haft 
made me, my Dear ! 

Bac. There's good News for you, Sir, and I*m 
heUrtily glad on't. 

Pam. Your AdlionsYpeak it.—— I fee you are dill 
Miftrefs of yourfold pleafant way fo, that your Pre- 
fencc, Difcburfe, and Gonverfation will always be 
charming, where'er you go. 

Bat. And you, Sir, as I hope for Mercy, are dill 
Matter of your old fweet Temper, and pleafant 
Humour : The World can't fhew a more accom- 
pliih'd Gentleman than you, Mr. Pamphilus. 

Pam> Ha — ha— *-hc — This to me Bacchis^ 

Bac. You've made an excellent choice of a Wife, 
Mr. Pamphilus ; I never, that I know of, faw hc$ 
till now : I vow, fhe's a lovely Creature. 

Pam. Are ye in earneft ? 

Bac.' Let me perifh, Sir, iflben't. 

Pam. But pray did ye tell ray Father any things 
of this Bufinefs ? 

Bac. Not a Word. 

Pam. Nor need ye, not fo much as a Syllable : I 
don't defire this fhould prove like a Comedy, where 
the whole Plot is difcover'd to ev'ry Body. Here on- 
ly thofe that fhou'd, know all; but thofe that fhou'd 
not, know nothing, but fhall ftill be i'th* dark. 

Bac. Nay, more, I'll give a fartherArgument how 
eafy 'tis to conceal ife, for Madam Myrrhina told her 
Husband, fhe was fatisfied with my DtffcQ&ABfc** 
and bclicv'd you innocent. 
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Pam. Beft of all : I hope all thing* will faceted 
according to our wiihcs. 

m Par. comes behind and plucks his. Mafier.\ Pray, 
Sir, mayn't I know what good Office I've dons ye 
to day ? and what you are debating upon ? ' 

Pam* No, Sirrah. 

Par. But I guefs tho' 1 refca'd you from the 

Jaws of Death ? How did I do that ? [JfiJe. 

Pam. Little doll thou think, Parmeno, what a 
piece of Service thou'ft done me to day ; and from 
what Troubles thou haft freed me. 

Par. Your Pardon f6r that, Sir, I know't well 
enough, and did it on purpofe. [Faztmiffgly. 

Pam. So I fancy. 

Par. D'ye think poor Parmtno (hall let a day go 
over his Head without obliging his Friends }■ 

Pam. Come on then, honeft Par me tea 

Pa. HI follow ye* Sir. 
Exeunt Pamphilus and Bacchis toitb her Maids, 
[He turns to the Spectators ] 

By my :>oul, Gentlemen, I've done more good to 
day without knowing it, than ever Jdiddefignedly 
in all my Life.— ^1 hope we ha* pi&is'd ye. 

[Exit.. 

The EndoftbeMoTHEUL-'m-L>Avr. 
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REM ARKS 

UPON 

Te&xn-csV Comedies; 

Remarks ujnn the Fair An o r i a n, 
A c t r. 

PA G E i . Line 7, 8. You'd hd Care taken of 
tbefe things.] Nmpe ut eurentur reEle bae. 
The Word Curentvr is thought by fome to 
be a Term properto Cookery, but where Author* 
differ in this as alfo in other places, we make Ufe 
of general Words to ayoid Errors. 

Page 3. Line 27. The Foot's noo?d 9 be is /mitten.] 
Carte captus eft, batch This if an allufion to the 
conftant Phrafeofthe Gladiators, and confiquently 
tfye beauty of it is loft in our Language, 
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Page 4. Line 3, 4. For be tbat bas to do with 
fuebjort of Cattle [Namqui cum ingen it's Conflifiatuf 
kjufmdu This ConfliSatur is a word very fine and 
fignificant* admirably ajjudingto allthe Shocks and 
Aflaults thit a good naturM Man is expes'd to in bad 
Company,and cannot be eafily render'd intoEnglifh. 

Page 5. Line 31. For bad you blam'd bim for fa- 
ving her out of the Flames, what would ye bo 7 done 
if be bad thrown ber in f\ Namfi ilium objurger, 
vita qui auxilium tu/it, quid fads Hit, qui dederit 
damnum aut malum ? This Sentence is (6 odd, as 
will hardly admit of an accurate Tranflation with- 
out too much flatnefs ; therefore we have rather 
fcept to the Author's Defign, than to the dofe Sig- 
nification of the Word. 

Pa^ge 8. Line 17. And you fent to Bridewell.] In 
fiflrtnum, into the Grinding-Houfe ; That being then 
the moll common Puni(hment for Slaves. Our cal- 
ling of it Bridewel, is only the changing of a Cu- 
ll om, by the fame Reafon that we afterwards call 
ForumSk Change, and alfo Piazza, becaufe 'twas 
a publicJaMace of Commerce and Refort. The like 
Liberty we have taken in other Places. 

Page 9. Line 17, 18. The f re refoltfd to bring it 
up.] Decreverunt tollere. The word Tollere fignifies 
taking off the Ground : This being an Allufion to a 
common Cuftom in thofe Days of expofing their 
Children, therefore has more in it than a Tranfla- 
tion can exprefs. 

Page 10. Line 34. Some damnable Roguery Ptb* 
bottom oft.] Aliquid monftri a/unt. That is, the 
Woman has got fome monftrous Imperfetlion> as a 
Wooden Leg, fame foul Difeafe, or the like, which 
her Friends very induftnovifty ^mo\\\«^Qxcvs.vVv\v\k 
jAtf this is a rroveibwi MV&oxw* \\nr. U« 
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whereof we have loft ; but that we leave to Cri- 
ticks. 

Page 12. Line i7.A&Pamphilus I you fee, fcc.] 
Mi Pamphile ! bujus firman, Sec. Thefc dozen 
Verfes intheOriginal may ferve to give the Reader 
aJTafte oflour Author's Excellency in moving th* 
Paflions whenever there is occafion. 



Act II. 

"•Tis obferv'd that Cbarine and Byrrbie were ad- 
ded by our Author, and not taken from Meander ; 
or elfe Pbilumenamdk have went unprovided, and 
fo have given fome difguft to the Audience. This 
under Plot of Cbarine does not only ferve to make 
all end well, but alfo to haften the mai/tPhti and 
keep the Stage from languifhing. 

Page 1 7. Line 7. Never a Governanu"\ Matre- 
nam nullam. Matrona was a Perfon that always 
aflifted in Weddings, and had particular Employ- 
ment about the Bride, as the Arufpex had about the 
Bridegroom. Non-obfervance of old Cufloms are 
allowable in Tranflations of this Nature. 

Page 18. Line 27. So that you needn't break a 
Jet of your own Meafures for fear of bis altering bis 
Mind. Nee tu ea caufa minueris bae qua facts, ne is 
tnutetfuam fententiam. 'Tis a very hard Paffage, . 
therefore we have done it in as general T erms as 
we cou'd ; perhaps, You mufitft leave your old of ays, 
left Chreroes Jbould have .a better Opinion of ye 9 
might be fomc what more Intelligible. 
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Act. III. 

Ag* t%. tAkt%^. fb& ti*a!to*nritoellth 
Mr.Roiui^ Non-fat Cikifadt Jtoifa funt temp* 
hustibi, Dai>e t f*c. This is art Afluftdn to C 
Theatre, and is the feme as If he had laid, Tour j 
*/V«r/j were net' well frepafd. The Ttartffati 
comes fhort of the Original, beeaufe the Rules 
the Stage were then more ftrictly obferv'd. 

Ibid. Line afc. In the jirft place let ber be m 
iatb"d. It was tneir conllant Cuftbm in Greece, i 
a Lying : in Woman to be immediately put into 
Bath. 

Page 30. Line 17. PPbat d'ye deferve for yo, 
Pains £] Quid meritus f This is an Allufion to tl 
Athenian Cuftom of faying, Quid meritus to C01 
<lemned Perfons, whofe Pains were augmented < 
diminilhed according to the Ahiwer they gav 
therefore the Grace of this Expreflion is quite Ig 
in our Language. 

A c t. IV. 

Page 3 5. Line 38 . Takefome oftbofe Herbs there 
£x Ara bine fume Verbenas tibi. It was ufual ft 
the Athenians to have an Altar at the corner of eac 
Street, daily covered over with frefh Herbs, andac 
cording to all probability, the fame Altar that wa 
meant here. But this fame word Altar was not 4 
neceiTary to be" taken notice of in a Tranffocionl 

Page 38. Line. 17. Many creditable Women^\ Ah 

guotfuerunt Libera ; that is to hy, Free Citizens 

for Siaves among tVvem v* w. tvo WitnefTes. Th 

Phrafe, creditable W*men> 'u-ufeit^yra&fexa** 
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Cufloms and Language, and alfo the Perfon's Cha- 
racter that fpeaks it. 

Page 30. Line 25. Why, I rOas told that our 
'Chryfalitrdfimtobere dbton that Lane.] To make 
Crito fpeak here like a plaM Country, Fellow, we 
believe is neither contrary to his Chat after nor hit 
Habitation, nor yet benfc&li the Dignity of our 
Author. 



ActV, 

Page 43, Line 11 . Tor be looks ai grave as any 
Alderman, and talks like a Jitdge*\ Trijlisfeveritaf 
ineft inPoltuifitpie in Verbis fides* Madam Dacier 
commends this as one of the moft elegant Linesitr 
all Terence. 

Ibid, Line 28. Trttfs bim up immediately^ Sub* 
iimen bunc intro rape. The word Sublimen, fig- 
liifies the ufual Prifon for Slaves, on the top of the 
Houfe ; which is more than our word up means, or 
indeed, more than a Translation ought to take no- 
tice of. 

Page 44. Line a, 3. Let bim be^ tfd Neck and 
Heels, like a Beafl as be isJ] <%uadrupedem con* 
firingito* It was a Cuftom for the Athenians to tye 
CrimiaahHaads and Feet together like a Calf. We 
have done this Paflage according to our own Cu- 
ftoms, as we do many others of the like Nature. 

. P a g*4j5« Line 24, , &c. Only tbui much let me beg 
of, ye, . that you wouldn't believe tbat ffubortfd tbit 
eld Man, &c] Pampihs had all the Reafon in the 
world to endeavour to bring Simo and Crito toge- 
ther, thatib he might clear himfelf of fuch a Scan- 
dal as his Father very reafonably imputed to Ivvesv* 
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And this was all the young Gentleman's Defign, bo< 
the Poet had far greater, which the Audience 
cou'dn't fo much as fufpe& : Namely, theDifcovery 
vfGlycerU, which comes in very naturally. , 

Page 49. Line 6, 7. Pam. Jh, Sir, y twain* t weft 
id$ne. Sim. rm/ure I ordered it to be well done] 
Pam. Pater rnn re3e vin&us eft. Sim. Hand its 
juffi. The meaning here is very doubtful 5 but 
there is certainly a playing upon the Word ReMei 
and not being able to find a better, we took this. 

; Page 50. Line 30, Send Company to remove her 
to ours.'] Among the Athenians, their Lying-in- 
Women were ufually well enough to go abroad 11 
a day's time. 

Upon the Eunuch/ 

A C T I. 

PAGE 54. Line 15, &c. What ? Go to her 
when a Rival's preferred? My f elf refused* 
Even Entrance denfd me ? Thefe Words exprefc a 
great Paffion, confuting chiefly in the acting. 

Page 55. Line 22. And went an even Pace.] Je 
far iter fieret. The Word Pariter is a, Metaphor 
taken from the pairing of, Herfes in a Chariot, 
where both bear an e^ual Share, therefore not to 
be fo finely exprefe'd in Englijb. 

Page 
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Page $6. Line 8. Mum, mum fir that.'] Potefi 
t&ceri hoc. Madam D'acier obferves, that this it 
the moft malicious Saying of Parmeno\ that could 
be. *Tis as much as to fay, Your Mother's a Whore* 
mud Tve nothing to fay againft it. And this appears 
from her removing from place to place, the com- 
mon fign of fuch People in thofe days. 

Page 59. Line 27. WbofeBrotbir I hope rveiu 
a manner found out.] Our Author's Contrivance it 
very remarkable, for fo ingenioufly keeping Thais 
from fpeaking any thing of Chremes, ramfhilaH 
Brother, till Parmeno and his Matter were gone : 
A thing (which if difcovcrcd) would have fpoikd 
the whole Plot. 

Act II. 

Page 60. Line 38. How, Sir! What three live- 
Jong days ?] Hui Univorfum triduum ? The Word 
Vnivorfum, by reafon •fits immediate following of 
Totum, has a peculiar Grace and Signification, which 
our Englilh Tongue will not reach to. Madam 
D'acier is content to repeat the lame words, but 
we have tried to give it a Lift. 

* 

Page 66. Line 38. To tell your Father, that he 
muft not fail to be at Court.] Nuncies fatri, ad- 
vocatus mane mibi ejfet ut meminerit. The word 
Advocatus here fignifies a Pleader, a Solicitor, or 
perhaps a Wknefs, and fometimes only a Friend. 
But in a Tranflatien there was was need oi being 
fo particular* 

Page 69. Line 14. Ay, tut my Bones mil /man 
forU.} At enim iftbafc in me cudetur faha. Aa 
much as to fay, My Body muflie their Tbrebiug-fioerx 
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Criticks differ abofct the meaning of it : But how- 
ever 'tis an Atlufiori, afid a Proverbial Saying Which . 
would found but indifferently iaa clofeTranflation. [ 

.'. Act III. .. 

Page 74. tine i£* T^dbi'c^miu^thi.m^ 
firdidtbingintbtWorldfarativiltlioo^ ETU*h 
** peter* te cibum pejfe Arbitrer. It was a^Coftom 
among them to throw Vj&ualsmto the Fire aiter 
the dead Body; and. 'twas reckon*eV"one of the 
meaneft things ip tl^e World to eat that, and the 
greateft Affront ,to ke ) told of if. Thefefere to 
come nigh the yriginal here, were toloUe more of 
the Grace of it than we have now. 

Page 79. Line 24. But what Ged % &c] At pun 
Deum t Qui tetnpli c&lj Jkmma fanitu eeneutti. 
This is a very loftv Paflage, taken, as Donates 
fays, from Rnnw'vk hisIlKftt/i^ and neatijrfittci | 
for this place. > 

Act IV. 

Page 8 1 . Line 21 . Whips her Gold and J emit 
into this .Casket. Thefe were certain Ornaments 
that the Laws of 'Athens forbad Qourtefdm to* wear ' 
publickly in the Streets. 

Page 82. Line 7. *Tu better tebealmft diftam% \ 
than to be quite thrown nit eftbe Rjce.] Certa ex* 
trema tinea mare baud nihil eft. Thu is an ABo- 
fion to their Cuftom of Chariot Races, where the ; 
Racers were rewarded according to the Marks or 
Lines they fifft arrived at. 
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Page 90. Line 26. Had we but a Mortar nous 
toplai upon y em under the Covert -way, one Bomb 
tvould make 'em /camper^ Fundam tibi nunc nimis 
t> el/em' dari, ut tu iltos procul bine ex occulta c*- 
de res. Facerentfugam* The liberty we have here 
taken is only changing of a Cuflom ;- perhaps a 
Squib or a Cracker might have done as well, Una- 
tbo being fomewhat upon the Droll with the Cap- 
4 tain* 

Page 92. Line 20. Take your Army into £>uar* 
ters o/Re/reJbment Ptb' Kitchen.] Domi focique fac 
viciffim ut memineris. This Paflage is admirable in 
the Original, and its Beauty can't be preferv'd in 
our Tongue, which confifts in the Words Domi 
focique, and the Verb Memineris. *Tis an Allufion 
to Generals bidding their Soldiers (upon all de- 
. fperate Attempts; to think on tbeir Houfes and 
% t6arm Chimneys at Home, which were taken for the 
chief Bleffings of a Soldier * and the Word Memi- 
neris was then their conftant Word of Encourage- 
ment, which alfo is loft in our Tongue. 

Act V. 

Page 47. Line 96; Faitb Til it even witbyok 

for your Raggeries, &c] It was excellently con- 

contriv'd of Terence, to make Parmeno and Pytbia 

, perpetually to quarrel and hate one another. For 

-•ttpon this depends the whole Action. By this means 

only Laches (who comes upon the Stage purely by 

accident)' is brought into ttaiti Houfe, and the 

■ Cauftropbt wound up with the greateft Addrefs 

imaginable. This is a remarkable Inftance of his 

admirable Art, in bringing about thefe Incidents 

contrary to the Expectation of the Audience. 
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Page 1 06. Line 2, 3. Her is to the fleeting and 
jeerivg the Cully to death] Hunc comedendum & 
deridendum vobis propino. The Grace of the Word 
Propino cannot be kept up in our Tcngu- • Propi* 
nare $ Uf ri.£* fignifies properly (according to their 
Cufroms) to taite 01 drink a little firft,.and then give 
rile Cup to another. Gnatbo, alludes to this, and af- 
ler an ingenious manner turns the ufe of the Word 
from Drinks to other Things. As much as to fay, 
Gentlemen I've bad tbefirft Soup of this Blunderbufs, 
mow you may take tbe reft. Some Copies have Prabeo 
-inftead of Propino, but the Nature of the Verfc 
Aew* tha to be falfe. 



Vponthe Self-Tokmsmtor. 

Act I, 

1 T has been much doubted in what Place, and at 
what Time the Scene opens. To clear that ai 
fcort as polfible ; it ought to be obferved, That 
Cbremes coming home pretty late one Evening, 
]uft by his Houfe he meets wkh Menedeme, who 
tad his Working- Tools upon his Shoulders, as be- 
ing juft come out of his Field, and there they be- 
gan their Difcourfe together. That the Scene wai 
by Cbremes and Menedeme"s Doors, and not in Me- 
Ttedemefz Working- Field, appears from Clitipbfx 
coming out ofCbremes*s Houfe at the latter endo: 
the firft A&, and by a great many other Circura 
Aances afterwards : And that it was late is pJair 

from Page 1 10. Line 4. Or come borne never / 

/ate at Night, tberi joaV/ at it, digging, ice- 
Now the Scene ©pc&% *fcw tiu*\ttt*n*» 



i 
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Page 110. Line, &c] And therefore you may tab 
what I fay either by way of Advice, or by way of En- 
quiry ; that if what you do be we//, I may do fo tool 
if ill, I may divert you from it J] Ve/ me monere hoe - 
ve/ percontari puta ; return eft, ego utfaciami no* 
te ut deterream : Thefe two Vcrfes arc very fine 
and elaborate, and the Grace of 'emfeems peculiar 
to the Latin Tongue. Here Ergo ut faciam an- 
fwers to percontari ; de- ut deterream, to Monert, 
Befides percontari is an Allufion to the Mariner* 
Word when they fathom the Sea, and confequent* 
\y better than our Word Enquiry. 

Ibid. line 39* Don*f tire yonrfelf fo ] Ne la* 
bora. Moft have thought that Menedeme was work- 
ing in his Field at this Time, and dp-ernes bv fay- 
ing ne /abora defir'd him to leave off. But this mif- 
take appears by what has been faid before. So that 
this ne /abora, was as much as to fay, Dotft weary 
and burden you* fe/f with the great weight of thefe 
' T<urh. 

Page ri^Line 9. This ;; Baechus^I&y.] Diony- 
fa hie funt. The Athenians had many FcAU of 
Bacchus, but two above all the reft, one in the 
Spring, and the other in Autumn. Now this ir 
feems was that in Autumn, called Dionyfia in agris* 
the place where this Scene lay* 

Act IL 

Page 121. Line 23. Witt have her fo your ti?*-. 
therms.} Upon this Sentence depends the main Plot % 
and truly here is an admirable Contrivance through 
moft of this Scene, notonly to bring about Syrv* 
or C/itifhd*t.Dcf\gn mott ihgeniouflv, but alfo the 
Poet's, which was the Difcovery otAntiphi/a. 



3 i2 REMARKS. 

Page 124. Line 23. Itanfcam contain myf elf 
eld Bty, &c. In this all the common Books are 
in an Error, in making this to be fpoken by C/iaie, 
whereas indeed 'tis Clitiphe f who doesn't go. off* the 
Stage as *tis generally believed* but only hides him- 
felf* 

Act HI. 

Page 1 27. Line 6. With a great Luggage of 
Golden Trappings.] Ornatas vefte* atque Auro. It 
was the Cuflora among their Courtefans to have 
Servants to carry their Finery for % etn, which was 
commonly fuch as the Athenian Laws forbad them 
to wear publicWy. Some think that Omatns, &c. 
signifies her Maids fine Cloaths, but this has n* 
probability. 

Page 1 29. Line 3 1 . Yotfre Heart of Oak.] Aquilat 
Sencflus. The Latin is a Proverbial Allufion to the 
Strength and 'Vigour of Eagles, who never die be- 
fore they are old, and then they are always drink- 
ing. For this reafon have we a Proverb of our 
own, and us'd upon Fuddling Occafions. 

Page 131. Line 4. 1 dotftufe to fall, Sir.] Non 
eft tnentiri meum. The Senfe of this place fecms 
to have been miltaken by mod People. 

Pake 136. Line 16. That if Jhe dfd, Jke might 
ha % carry 1 d away fome Token of our Kindnefs . This 
Pa/1 age is grounded upon an old Heathen Cuilom 
of thofe Times ; for they believed it a very great 
Crime for a Child to die, without poffeffing fomc 
Part of its Parents Goods. • 

Ibid. 
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Ibid* Line j 9. So you fatted the CbiWs Life an-J 
bad your own Humour to* ikdqtbe Bargain />} Covfer- 
vafti te atque Warn. This is a difficult Paiiage, but 
the Remark helps to explain it J fe it ii Paraphraffr- 
callv thus, Brides the faving of y4ur Daughter, you^ve 
bad the Satisfaction of dif charging your Confcience- 
in not farPing from her empty-handed. 

Act IV. 

Page 138. Line 14. Yes, for I was by at tb* 
J>ifcovery. This Paffage plainly fhews Syrus went 
in with Cbr ernes and Soflrata, and to left the Stage 
clear j confequently the fourth Aft muft needs be- 
gin where we have made it. 

Page 142. Line 25. Clinie has told bis Father 
that Bacchis is your Son's Miftrefs, Sec] This i* 
the beginning of a cunning Artifice, chiefly to a- 
mufe Cbrenus, and the more ingenoufly to bring 
in what he fays, Page 156. Line 8. But for the 
Money I told ye yoilr Daughter owes to Facchis, 
{Jfc. and" likewHeto create a Pretence for Clitipbo's 
carrying the Money himfelf, without which the 
Cheat might have been difcover'd to Coon. 

Act V. 

Page H7* Line J°« The fame AJfiftant, Coun- 
sellor, and fage Direclor o'mine.] Sed bit Adjutor 
tneus, W Monitor, t£ Pramonftrato*. Thefe thres 
words, Adjutor, Monitor, Pnemonftrator, are taken * 
from the Theatres ; fignifying fuch as teach and 
prompt the Aftors. We have given the natural 
Senfe,.but their Beauty confifts in the figurative 
Scnie, for which we want fuitable Words ; only 
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Prompter perhaps might have done well enough if 
we had made one word ferve for three, as the 
French Lady in eftft has. done. 

Page 1 5 1. Line 38. PUb$ hangd if the Rafcd 
dare bJfertfd apoorfritndlefs Widow fo as bef$r- 
ved me*] Vidnae Mulieri where lies the Emphafis, 
Widows among the Antients were lookM upon as 
the mod fhiftlcfc, helplefs Creatures of all ; there- 
fore the force of Vidu* Mm Her in much weakened in 
our Language ; Tfy meaneft Slave upon Earth, 
would have better come up to the Original. 

Page 153. Line 27. For my fart, 1 don* t believe 
you are any of their So*.'} Here's an excellent Con- 
trivance of Terence, in making Syrus propofe fuch 
a Bufinefs to Clitipbo, as to cjueftion his Parents ; 
which does not only much heighten the Cha racier 
of Clitipbo, but moft dexteroufly and naturally 
brings all to an end in due time. 

Page 1 55. Line 16. What beeaufe be*sfo like my 
newfound Daughter?] Quodfilia eft inventa ? This 
is a very difficult Palfage, and if we had come 
nigher to the Original, we could have fcarce made 
it Senfe, however not clear and intelligible. 

Page 1 56. Line 1 6. No I Though you hadfprung 
out of my fertile Brain, as Pallas thy fay did f rem 
rrigbty JoveV.] Non,Jt ex Cafitefis meo natus item tu 
ahnt hiinervam ejfe ex Jove. This may be thought 
too lofty foi Comedy, but if we confident proceeds 
from Cbremef* extreme Paffion, we. (hall fee 'tis not 
only fire, but alfo natural. Upon this Horace, in 
hijs Art of Poetry, lays down this Rule. 

Interdum tamen &f vocem Comedia tollit, 
hatufaue Chrerae tumid* delitigat ore* 

Ibid. 
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Ibid. Line 24. Fm ajhavCd to name the filthy 
Word before your Mother. The Greeks and Romans- 
were oblig'd, both by their Religion and Policy, noC 
to mention any thing tint (o much, as favoured of 
Obfcenity before their Wive* 

Page 1 57. Line 33. That Carrot pared, Walt-eft, 
Pimple fafd, Hook no/ *d Creature f] Rrfamne itfot* 
virvinm* eefiam,fparJo ore, adunco najb ? Here is 
a Happinefs in our Language, which in Com* 
pofition of Words far excels all other Language* 
that are known to theie Weftern Parts of the 
World, the Greek indeed fmpail'cs it*- 



Upon the Brothers* 

Act L 

PAGE 161. Line 4. That went to hringbim 
home!\ Qui adverfutn ierant. Adverfutn is an 
extraordinary proper Word in this place ; for Waifc* 
ing-Men were call'd Adverjitoriet. Our To&guer 
feems to want a good Word for it, except thcUfher 
will do, which is not fo proper in this place neither* 

Page r66. Line 5. He told tn* be would take iff 
and marry. Here Mieio difcovers a very material 
thing to the Audience, and knows little of it hira^ 
. feJf, for as yet Ej chine had not told him whom he 
defign'd to marry. This feems to be a neat Call of 
.our Poet's SkiH. 
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7 Act II. 

Page 1 66. Line 37. San. I *m a Wom*» Mer- 
chant. Efch. A Cock Bawd you mean.] San. Ego 
Leno funu Efch; Scio. Thefe Women Merchant* 
iiad peculiar Privileges in Atkins* and were Per- 
!bn* of fome Reputed bat becaufe fuch People are- 
more fcandalons among us, we have taken the Li- 
berty of translating Scio, according, to. the Notion 
We have of thofe Creatures. 
m 

Page 168. Line 38. &*yt knowwbat I am, 67r/J 
Noftih* qui Jim f The&Words have a peculiar mean- 
ing in the Original, which is loft in the Transla- 
tion ; fo Nofti me, and Nofti quifim* are the ufuar 
and common Words between Debtors and Credi- 
tors at the Bar. Therefore Sannio, in faying No- 
fits? qui Jim, did in effedl fey, Did I owe you any 
Honey, Sir f 

Page 1 69. Line 33, SccIbeardmyMafterandyou 
have bad a kind of a Scuffle, San. A Scuffle d'ye' 
eall it ? Never was the like Jurely.\ Cum Hero 
ne/cio quid conaertajfe I San. Nunquam vidi iniqui- 
ns concertationem cmparatam. The Grace of the 
Original confifts in the words Concertajfe and Com- 
paratams the firft being a proper Term to imply an 
Equality between Efcbine and Sannio, and the latter 
a Word borrow'd from the Gladiators meafuring 
their Swords j the Beauty of both, which is loft in 
the Translation. 



* •£„ 1 72. Line 9, &c. He has taken upon bimfeif 
4II the Cur Jes, Scandals, Love-matters* and Mi frar<« 



Page 

JltheC^ .,._„ , — mfwm _,„. 4 „. / , w , 

Wiages that belong to me.] E/cbine, in taking all 



mages toat oeiong so me.} Ejmne, in taking all 
%pofi himfelf, defigri d purely to oblige his Brother ; 
but thcFott defied it to \>ra£&wx^?w£Etfc\- 
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ci'dent (vrz. E f chine i\ Marriage) moft naturally* 
and dextroufly. This Underplot of Clitipbo anct 
the Mufick-Girl is admirably woven into the Plot, 
and is an excellent Inftance, to (hew how ufeful 
and beautiful an Under -Plot may be, and flill pre* 
ferve the Unity of Action. 

Page 173. Line 18-. T 11 tnarcbUnu with plenty: 
cf Pro9ifions.\ Cvnvertam me dcmam cum ohfovh. 
Here Syrus fpeaks as great as he can, for the Word 
Convertam belongs to Magnificence and Triumph ; 
which is almoft loir in our Tongue. Indeed the 
Word March wou r d have been better, were it not. 
now us'd upon every fl'ght and trivial account* 

Act II. 

Page 175. Line 9. PUh ! Mt tnuhUtnt, zobo~ 
(eryQuare. M&dzmD'aaer fays, that theGm&s took 
Relight in flaying the Slaves in the Stfeet.% and amu- 
sing 'em, tnat fo their Matters might beHt'em for 
loytering when they came home. It foeins Ctta* 
thought that Soflrata ferv'd him foi 

Page 176. Line 2. He'd put the Infant e» &> F<t* 
tf>e?s Kn/4s.J It was a conftant Cuftom amomg the- 
Qreeki whenever they ha a* a Child, immediately to 
pot it upon the Grandfather's Knees ; probably to* 
gjvejijm the Plea.fu^e of feeing, himfcu Hye again* 
ia.a new Race* " • .■>•*, — 




&9»s: 
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Act IV. 

Page r8$. Line 23. The Jlrfl that reports //.J 
Primus porro obnunsio. The word obnuncio\% very 
proper * it fignifies the telling of ill News, and if 
ilways taken in a bad Senfe. We have no word 
#0 answer it in our Tongue that we fcnow of. 

Page 188. Line 10. Make this Day at long as J 
•*n ] Hunt producam dum. The word Pradveo is a 
Funeral Term, and a double Signification. Per- 
haps it might have been as proper to have (kid, 77/ 
bury this Pay in Pleafure* 

Page 192. Line 18. Rut Tm afraid you don* t mini 
your own Concern*) &c] Thefe dozen Verfcs in the 
Original moft admirably Ihew the gentle Chidings 
©f an indulgent Father ; and there's fcarce a word but 
deicrves Consideration, each of them making fo 
deep an Impreffion upon a generous Mind. 

Page 195* Line 31. And thou 9 pretty Child, wilt 
he We out the Hay among % etn.] tfu inter eas Rejlim 
duttans fahabis. This Phrafe, Rejlim dn£fans, is 
anAllufion to their old way of Dancing, but whe- 
ther with a Rope, as the word Refiis teems to im- 
ply, or with joined Hands, (metaphorically faeall'dj 
we leave to Criticks in Antiquity. We have trans- 
lated it nigheft to our Cuftoms and Demedt Cha- 
racter. 

Page 197. Line 1 5. HfBbe no weltome Reveller.} 
Commijatorem hand fane Commodum. The word 
Commtjfator properly fignifies one in a little Drink 
(hat goes in Maf^uerade to feme new Com puny, and 
furpnjees *em wnhYiifc faflAttv ttt&^t&ra&cd com- 
ing : So that tfusia urasbisfttt «i^xt&\tta«k<wK 
M*v$Uer. K*a* 



REMARKS. 3i£ 

Act V. 

Here our Author is not fo clear in diflinguifhing 
Vis Ads as in other places * for though we hare fol- 
lowed Madam DW/Vrin making the Fifth Ad begin 
at Par at a a nobis funt, yet we think we might with 
as much {or more,) Reafon have made it begin at 
Dfftjfos jam ambulmde* The common Books arc 
undoubtedly all falfe in this Point. 

Page 199. Line 5. Many Ob fer vat ions may Be 
made, Brother, upon two Perfons doing the fame 
things See* Here Micio is hard put to*t, which 
siakes him talk a little moreobfcurclv. In truth* 
Micio, through moil of this Scene, though in very 
few Words, fays all that can be faid to excufe his 
Nephew's Extravagancies: And Terence** Conduct 
is excellent in this place, making Miti$ appeafe hit 
Brother fo plaufibly, and with fo much Colour of 
Keafon when the Cafe wou'd bear it fo ill. 

Page 202. Line 26. JB/VBabylo, tell out half an 
hundred Guinea*, fwVJfc.] Interpreters feem much 
puzzl'd to find out who this Babylo is j Whether it 
be Mitio, or a Banker, or any one clfe, 'tis not ma- 
terial; and whether this Money is for Efchine 9 
Ctefipfo; Syrut, or Sannio, the Humour is ftill the 
fame, and as- well carried on. 

Page 205. Line 14. Jmd took care of a Debauch 
in the Morning for* em.\ Apparare de dieConvivium* 
Demea mentions this as an ufual thing, becaufethe 
Romans had their Feafts, great Entertainments, 
&e. always in the Night, and to make a full Meal 
before that time was Jcandaioui, 
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Upon tbe bricks ^TPhoemio* 

A C T I, 

PA GE 209. Line 10, Sec* All that this per 
x Fellow new, by ftarving him/elf, has bit by bit, 
with much ado, /craped together out tf bis pitiful AL 
butane, tmiftgo at wtfweep ; People never confider- 
ing the Pains it e*ft. in tbe getting, .] $>n§d ille un- 
cfatim, vix, de demenfe fuofuum defraudans Genu 
urn comparfit mi/er, id illauniver/um abripiet, baud 
exiftimans quanto labore par turn. Thefe three Ver- 
fes and a half are extreme fine and elaborate ; all as 
far as Mifer is an exalt and regular Climax, almoft 
every Word having a conflderable Emphafis. After 
that, theWord Abripiet anfwers to Conraditur fivt 
Lines before 1 univerfum to umiatim vixi and de 
demen/o/m and baud exiftiman*> quanto 1 afore par- 
turn, iofuum defraudans Gemumznd Comparfit mi- 
fer. So that oar Translation may well fall fhort 
of it.. 

Page 212. Line 15. Would have made ber very 
4i/agreeabk\H*c formam extinguerunt. The Word 
Sxtinguo is ah excellent Word in this Place, belong- 
ing properly to Beauty ; for the Word Forma, by its 
Derivation; is obferv'a to fignify Light,Flame, Heat. 

Page 2 y 3. Line 1 5. Antipho was per/uaded the 
Bujinefs done, tbe Caufe trfd, we caft, and be mar- 
ried.] Perjufam eft homing fallum eft, ventum 
eft, vincimur dux it* This is very concife and com- 
pre.heniivc inthe Original ; but yet oftentimes (as in 
this PafTage for inftance our Tongue has a Happi- 
hefs eqnal to the Latin in fhortnefs of Expreflion ; 
and where there is a Compofion of Words, fupe> 
rior*. 
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Act II. 

We hive made the fecond Act begin at A hen* 
pern rediije, dividing the Firft Alt of the common. 
Books into two> and joyning the Second and Third 
into one* For 'tis plain there's a ccflation of Ac- 
tion and the Stage clear' d at Da hoc Dorcio ; but 
there's neither at $td ectum. ipfumvito in temper* 
hucfe recipere ; all which Verfcs Madam D'aeier,. 
to make a Ceflation more likely, hat Jeft out, w hen- 
there waino other Qccafion birt that for her do* 
ing fo- 

Page 2*7. Line 33. And let not bis buffing and 
beaoring Atjh you out of Countenance^ Nefuis U 
Iratus favis di8i*proteUt. The Word Brotelet \* 
a Term borrow'd from the Huabandmen, and fig- 
nifies the fpoiling or breaking of a Furrow by crof- 
fmg it with a Plough. The Beauty of it lies in the. 
figurative Senfe, which is loft, in our Tongue. 

Page 220. Line 2*. Sir, if my Coufin Antiphq 
pad committed a Fault to the prejudice either of bis 
Honour or Eftate, £0] Herc*s a remarkable In* 
ftance of our Author's Clofeneft and Solidity off 
Senfe in making Pbedriehcre, and Geta foon af- 
ter, to fay fo much ia, a bad Caufc, and that mfa 
&w Words too* 



1l^<% 
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Act III. 

Page 226. Lrae 16. I fay Stifpho, as if you dilii 
know bim.yTis very remarkable thr. t Phormio mould 
fpeak fo important a Truth unknown both to him* 
ielf and Demipbo. The Poet makes k an ingenious 
Preparation to the Probability of the Concealment 
and DHcovery ofPhanie; though PbormiSt Dz- 
iign was quite otherwife. 

Page 230. Line 1 f. Owt-beRofd yu* father.} 
Confutavit verbis Senem. The word Confuto is a. 
proper Term in Cookery, us'd commonly for 
pouring cold Water into a Pot that boHs over : 
Pcrhapi we might have render'd it more properly* 
*— — caotd the Old-marts Cturage*. 

Act IV. 

Page 236. Line 20 To take me to my Hcels.\ Vt 
hie exeutiam. Exeutio fignifies to fhake, and Ma- 
dam Warier fays, twas cuftqmary for the Greeks 
and Weftern People to fhake their Cloaths at the 
Boor of the Houfe they went from. 

Page 237. Line 33. Pve been hammering upon the 
fame thing, and fancy Pve thought of an Expedient.]. 
Gf/rf'sExpedient was, the putting Pbanie upon rbor- 
tnio. Here are four feveral Deiigns in it : Geta y sDe- 
fign was, to cheat tho old Men of their Money ; De- 
iniphis and Chr ernes* s Defign was, to part Antipho 
and Pbanie, in order to marry him elfe where; but 
the Poet had a double Defign, firft, naturally to bring 
about Pbanie* sDifcovcry in duetime; and fecondly, 
iO make the old Men *nd Pbirmit fall out, the ua- 
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tftral Confequencc being the adj lifting of Pbi drie % $ 
Concerns, and making all end well* 

Act V. 

Page 245. Line 4. We Jboud*dn*t bave **t-rtt% 
tbeConftable.] Iter fugas, ne prater Cafam. Thit 
is one of the moft difficult Paflages in all Terence, 
and Interpreters very much differ about it, fome 
making it prater Caufam. The moft probable 
Meaning feems to be paraphraftically thus : «• Go 
*' where youpleafe, fo you keep your Eye upon 
" your Houfe, and give Rogues no advantage 
« over you". If our Englifh Proverb, Out rum 
the Con/table, mould not anfwer it in all refpe&s* 
'tis more our Unhappinefs than our Fault. 

Page 255. Line 1 3. They make towards me like J - 
touple of Bullies to heSor me.] Hi Gladiatorio am- 
mo ad me off eft ant viam. This is a Metaphor taken 
from the Roman Gladiators, who went with a Re- 
folution to killw be kilPd. If we had made it t 
" They make towards me like bloody-minded Fel- 
•' lows, they will neither give nor take Quartei" ; 
it might have been nigher to the Original. But 
fuch a Liberty as ours is allowable, where we havf 
neither Cuflom nor Words to exprcfs it clofely. 

Page 259. Line 14. Pllferve bim tbe fame fane* 
HI warrant bim.] Faxo Tali turn maftatum> atqu* 
bic eft> infortunio* The Word Ma ft at um is borrowed 
from their Sacrifices, and properly fignifies Magi* 
outturn. The Grace of it confifts in the figurative 
Senfe, and the comical joyning of it with Infov* 
Mio, which if loft in our Language. 



T3^r\ 
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Upon the Mother-iii-Law. 

A C T I. 

PAGE 264. Line 14. Ah! what pity* t is that 
* / had not that Youth and Beauty of yours, or y*u 
thofe Sentiments of theft Matters that I have,'] Ebeu 
me miferam ! Cur non out ifthac ;-:bi <stas f$ forma. 
ejl, ant tibi ha?c fententia. Thefc t-.vo Verfes arc vt- 
ry fine, and extreme hard to be equuliM in a Tran- 
flation. To have made it more Hke the Original,, 
perhaps this might have done better : u Ah what 
•' pity 'tis I han't your Youth and Beauty, or you 
" but my difcretion. 

Page,26c. Line 37. Mr. Pamphihs was ?fb % very 
hei^btb of his PaJftonforMrs.B3iCch\s,wbenhisFather 
began to h earnejl with him for to marry, &c This 
is the beginning of a molt material Narration* which 
may be rcckon'd one of the bed in Terenct % especi- 
ally if we confide* the ingenious Preparation for it 
in. the Firft Scene, and the Reafona Phi/ofis had to 
enquire after this Buftnefs. Parmeno defigns it pure- 
ly *for his Mailer's Vindication, which feems as ne- 
cefTary in this Place as the. Spectator's Information* 

. Page 2$7. Line 34* The old Gentleman lives, re- 
tired in toe Country % and feldm vilits the Totpn.} 
Namfytex Rus abdiditfe 9 hue raro in urbem commeau 
This is a very material Circumllance in this Narra- 
tion ; and what makes it dill further remarkable, 
is the extraordinary Propriety of Terms. The 
Word Abdiiit implies a perfeft Retirement, or an 
entire Retreat ; and Cmmeat notes him a great 
Stranger to the Town* 

Page. 
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Page 268. Line 3. When all of: afudden the young 
Woman began to bate the vl.tove mojt mortally,' with- 
out any Quarrel or Complaint on either fide. This 
Paflage (though not perfectly true, but only bc- 
liev'd by Parmeno) ferves excellently to keep the 
Audience in fufpence, to warn 'em, and make 'em 
eager to know the Event of thefe things. 

Act II. 

Page 269. Line 36. An£ you forfootb mufifiart 
up y and confound all y by your Unconditioned Humour s\ 
Tu fola exorere, qu* perturbes bac tua impudentia* 
The Word Exorere in this place is of great Force, 
and fignihes railing of great Mifchiefs, and the like, 
in which 'tis us'd by Virgil m his fourth JEnead* 

Exoriare aliquis noftris ex ojfibus ultra. 

We have no Word to anfwer it fully in our 
Tongue that we know. of. 

Page 272. Line 16. She vow'd by all tbath good; 
Jbtwasrit able to endure the Hou/twbilt her Pam- 
philus was away. This confirm'd Laches in this Sus- 
picion of his Wife's Fault ; the Confequence of 
which) was her ofiering to go into the Country to. 
clear herfelf : And this occafion'd Pampbilus i % 
frivolous Ezcufea ; and thefe encreas'4 the old 
Mens Sufpicion of his Infidelity, which brought 
about the whole Difcovery. The clofe and na- 
tural Dependence of each Particulajr of lib Pitt is 
very remarkable. 
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Act HI. 

Page '273. Line 1 5. War ever Man ft perplex* dim 
bis Love as IP"] Nemini ego plura acerba ejfe ex A* 
more be mini unquam obi at a credo quam mi. Don* 
tm\ Obfervation here is remarkable. «• That the 
" Paffion in this Scene would have been too Tub* 
•• lime and tragical for Comedy, were the words ex 
" Amore left out". But Love, it feems, is a Paffion 
predominant among ordinary, as well as great Men, 
and confequently its Emotions are natural here* 

Page 276. Line 1 . But Heavens forbid it ] Quod 
te^jE/c/i/apt, &f te, Sa&s, ne quid fit bujvs oro. This 
wa* a Religious Cuflom in thofe Day*, which we 
didn't think necefTary to take notice of in a Tranf* 
lation. 

Ibid. Line 35. Notbing at all, Madam."] Reffe, 
Mater. We know of no word in our Language that 
can reach this word ReJte, which in this place is very 
proper, fignifying, as Ehnatus obferves, a reAifing 
toanfwer a Queftion without any Offence or Inci* 
vility to the Perfon that as it. 

Page 277. Lme 27. But immediately T perceived 
her Ailment. Pbilumena's Labour was « very fur- 
prizing Turn of the Stage, which did only ferve 
to introduce thefe moving Paffions which followed, 
but alfo to quicken the Audience > and make 'em ea- 
ger to the Event. 

Page 285. Line 16. May be fame Bcdy informed 
you tbat tbey fan bim going to, or coming frcrn bis 
Mijfrefs. This Paffage, and that above, Line 3, 4, 
in the fame Page is an excellent preparation towards 
ahe old Mens SufpicAoiis of Pam^Ws't lundcltiy, 
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Which afterwards caufcd the meeting of BaccbiszhtiL 
Myrrbina, This was hinted at in the laft Remark 
oftltt Second Aft, where 'tis very obfervable that 
the Poet had prepared a Remedy, before the Aur 
Hence (o much as furpe&ed the Difeafe. 

Page 286. Line 12. Only when tbe Fellow left 
her , be for? id Ring off ber Finger. Thefe Worda 
arc very important, though they feem^to be fpoke 
accidently, as were thofein the laft Remark; the 
Poet deiign'd *em to prepare that remarkable Nar- 
ration of Baccbis*s in the laft Aft, where the whole 
fJot Is uaravelTd, and the Myftery difcovered. 

Act IV. 

Page 286. Line 27, 28, 29. I inow well enough, 
Pamphilus, you fufpeft % twas long *' my Humours 
that your Wife left us, &c ] Sofrata's offering to 
go into the Country was defigned on Purpofe by 
Terence to leave Pampbilus without Excufe, when 
lie refufed to take home his Wife : So that by this 
means the old Man's Sufpicion might be htigatned 
and confirmed, that they might have all the reafon 
in the World to fend for Bacchis, as they did. 
And indeed every little Incident promotes ana tends 
to thztftefign. 

Page 289. Line 3 5. Since Jbfs to Mng a Brat 
mtbber tbafs none 0' mine.} Cum earn confequitur 
eslienus fuer. Donatus obferves, this is a Meta- 
phor borrowed from young ones following their 
Dams. The Woixl Confequitur is a proper Term 
for that- Purpofe, fo that here if a confidcrablf 
Beauty lpii ja tie Traajlatiptt. 

J?a© 
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Page 292 Line 9. What? Wbjfirft Itbh 
heft for us to fend for bis Mifs, &c. The tw 
Mens Defign here in fending for Baccbis was 
material, and fufficiently apparent to the Audi 
bat the Poet's Defign, was more material, and c 
n't be forefeen by the Audience. In this the Be 
of Incidents does chiefly confift. 

Page 295. Line 11, 12. Let ber but fatisfi 
Women, and Tm content. Upon Baccbis scot 
to Myrrbina and Pbilamena depended the unn 
ling of the whole Plot. But that this might be c 
without the leaft bungling, and with all the pr 
bility in the World, the Poet has contrived ei 
Inftrument and every Scene fo as to promot 
and give fair Pretexts for fo doing. 

. A c T V. 

The fifth Aft muft certainly begin where 
have made it, for the Stage wasnot cleared bef< 
Terence's Skill is remarkable in making this 1 
fo very fhort i or elfe the Spectators would h; 
foon languished and grown cold after the Difiovt 
having nothing more to expeft. And io tl 
would have done notwithstanding, had not \ 
meeting of Pampbilus and Baccbis had been {bo 
what more jocofe and plcafant, than is frequent 
Terence* 

Page 296. Line 18, 19. Where Pwe lojtered 
tag a whole day in gaping for Callidemides J Tin 
words are not to be taken in a literal Serife, tor th 
the Theatrical Adion would have lafted confident 
above a Day ; whereas it does not laft feven Hou 
as may be proved £rgm tiroy CkQuraftances. 
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Page 297. Line 13. What great Satisfaction bos 
my coming procured Mr. P«imphilus to day ? &c. 
This is the beginning of an excellent Narration t and 
the moft material that could be ; being the unravel- 
ling of all. It is remarkable for three Excellencies ; 
Firft, Baccbis came not here to make this Difcovery 
to the Audience, but only to go home :Secondly, af- 
ter me was here, fhe did not ftay for that Purpofe, 
but only for Pampbilus. And Thirdly, She fpoke it 
m to few words, and laid fuch things before and after 
it, as made it feem to be purely Accidental. 

Page 299. Line 15. So that pour Prefence, Difi 
courfe and Conversation will always be charming, 
where'er you go,]' Ut voluptati obitus r /ermo 9 ad- 
ventus tuus, quocunque ndveniris y femperfieu This 
is very fine in the Latin % and that which chiefly 
hinders our Transition from reaching it, is the dif- 
ferent fignification of the Weirds obitus and adven- 
tus $ the firft £gnifying an accidental, the fecond, a 
defigned Meeting. We have no words to anfwer 
them roll in our Language that we know of. 

Ibid. Line 32. 1 don't dtfire this Jbou'd prove like 
a Comedy 9 where the whole Plot is di f cover' d to every 
faly 9 $cc. 'Tis very remarkable, that the Myftery 
of this Play is known to but very few of the Aclors; 
a thing very uncommon either among the Ancients 
or Moderns s but here it was undoubtedly the beft 
way, fince it fo well iav'd Pampbilus\ Credit. * 

We have been a little more particular in fhewing 
our Author's Management of this Plot, that we 
may let People know, that there 'is great Art, 
much Plot, and excellent Contrivance in that 
which is reckon'd the very worft of his Play s. 
And it is certainly the worft, if a mean Subject 
want of Variety, few Intrigues and Incidents* an4 
want of Under-plots can rjuke \x. fo* 

F 1 N I S. 



